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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mr  .WILKS. 

~W~  Tf  7 HE  N  $ trife  difurbs,  or  S loth  corrupts  an  Age , 
S/By'  Keen  Satire  is  the  Bufnefs  of  the  Stage, 
r  W  WhentbeYXdf.nDealcxwritthelaftrdtbofeCriine] 

Which  then  irfefled mofl - the  modifh  Times: 

But  now,  when  Faction  fleeps,  and  Sloth  is  fed, 

And  all  our  Youth  in  adlive  Fields  are  bred ; 

When  thro'  G r  e  a t-B  r  it  ain’j  fair  extenf-ve  Round, 
The  Trumps  of  Fame  the  Notes  s/Umion  found ; 

When  Anna  's  Sceptre  points  the  Laws  their  Courfe, 

And  her  Example  gives  her  Precepts  Force  ; 

There,  fcarce  is  room  for  Satire ;  all  our  Lays 
Muf  be,  or  Songs  of  Triumph,  or  of  Praife. 

Bat  as  in  Grounds  lefl  cultivated.  Tares 
And  Poppies  rife  among  the  Golden  Ears; 

Our  Product  jo,  ft  for  the  Field  or  School, 

Muf  mix  with  Nature's  favourite  Plant — —  a  Fool. 

A  Weed  that  has  to  twenty  Sum  mers  ran. 

Shoots  up  in  Stales,  and  vegetates  to  Man. 

Simpling  our  Author  goes  from  Field  to  Field, 

And  culls  fuch  Fools  as  may  Diver/ on  yield; 

And,  Thanks  to  Nature,  there' s  no  want  of  thofe, 

For  Rain  or  Shine,  the  thriving  Coxcomb  grows. 

Follies  to-night  we  Jhow  ne'er  lajh'd  before. 

Yet  fuch  as  Nature  jhews  you  e-v'ry  Hour  : 

Nor  can  the  Pictures  give  a  jufi  Offence  ; 

For  Fools  are  made  for  J  efts  to  Men  of  Senfe. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


ufimveell, 

-Arched, 

Count 

Be  l lair. 

Sullen, 

Freeman, 

Faigard, 

Gibbet, 
Hounjlonx), 
Bar  foot, 
Boniface, 
Sc>  ub. 


en 


M  E  N. 

(  Two  Gentlemen  of  bro- A  ,  r  , .... 

J  ken  Fortunes,  the  firft  ' 

j  as  Mailer,  and  the  fe-  ( 

C  cond  as  Servant. 

{  A  French  Officer, Prifoner  }  „ 

\  at  Litchfield.  f  Mr  .Bowman. 

I  A  Country  Blockhead,  ?  ,  r  r,  , 

\  brutal  to  his  Wife.  5  Mx.Verbrugg 

A  Gentleman  from  London.  Mr.  Keen. 

A  Highway-Man.  Mr.  Cibber. 

^  His  Companions. 

Landlord  of  the  Inn.  Mr.  Bullock. 

Servant-to  Mr.  Sullen.  Mr,  Norris . 

WOMEN. 


Lady 

Bountiful, 


>Mrs.  P  ousel. 


An  old,  civil,  Country 
Gentlewoman,  that 
cures  all  her  Neigh¬ 
bours  of  all  Diflem 
pers,and  foolifhly  fond 
of  her  Son  Sullen. 

Lady  Bountiful's  Daughter.  Mr s.BradJhaiu 
Mrs.  Sullen.  Her  Daughter-in-law.  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

Maid  to  the  Ladies.  Mrs.  Mills. 

The  Landlord’s  Daugh 
ter  in  the  Inn. 


Florinda, 


G’-pfiej. 

Cherry', 


\ 


I 


Mrs.  Bicknsl. 


Scene,  LITCHFIELD. 


THE 

Beaux  Stratagem. 


A  C  T  I. 


Scene,  An  Inn. 


Enter  Boniface  running . 

Hamberlain,  Maid,  Cherry ,  Daugh¬ 
ter  Cherry ;  all  alleep  ?  all  dead  ? 


Bon. 


Enter  Cherry  running. 

Cher.  Here,  here.  Why  d’ye 
bawl  To,  Father  ?  D’ye  think  we 

have  no  Ears? 

Bon.  You  deferve  to  have  none ,  you  young  Minx 
The  Company  of  the  Warrington  Coach  has  itood  in  the 
Hall  this  Hour,  and  no  body  to  (hew  them  to  their 

Chambers.  ,  .  „  , 

Cher.  And  let  ’em  wait.  Father  ;  there  s  neither  Red- 

Coat  in  the  Coach, nor  Footman  behind  it. 

Bon.  Biit  they  threaten  to  go  to  another  Inn  to- 

“S'1*'  A  4  Cher. 
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Cher.  That  they  dare  not,  for  fear  the  Coachman 

ihould  overturn  them  to-morrow. - Coming,  coming. 

Here’s  the  London  Coach  arrriv’d. 

filter  federal  People  with  Trunks,  Band-Boxes,  smith- 
other  Luggage,  arid  croj's  the  Stage. 

Bon.  Welcome,  Ladies. 

Cher.  Very  welcome.  Gentlemen. - Chamberlain, 

ihew  the  Lion  and  the  Rofs.  [Exit  smith  the  Company. 

Enter  Aimwell  in  a  Riding  Habit,  Archer  as  Foot-.  V 
man,  carrying  a  Portmanteau. 

Bon.  This  way,  this  way.  Gentlemen 

Aim.  Set  down  the  things ;  go  to  the  Stable,  and  fee 
my  Horfes  well  rubb’d. 

Arch.  I  fhall,  Sir. 

Aim.  You’re  my  Landlord,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  I’m  old  V/ill.  Bonniface,  pretty  well 
known  upon  this  Road,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  O!  Mr.  Bonniface,  your  Servant. 

Bon.  O,  Sir — — What  will  your  Honour  pleafe  to 
drink,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  I  have  heard  your  Town  of  Litchfield  much 
fam’d  for  Ale,  I  think ;  I’ll  fade  that. 

Bon.  Sir,  I  have  now  in  my  Cellar  ten  Tun  of  the 
bed  Ale  in  Staffbrdjhire ;  ’tis  fmooth  as  Oil,  fweet  as 
Milk,  clear  as  Amber,  and  drong  as  Brandy ;  and  will 
be  jud  fourteen  Year  old  the  fifth  Day  of  next  March, 
Old  Stile. 

Aim.  You’re  very  exaft,  I  find,  in  the  Age  of  your 
Ale. 

Bon.  As  punftual,  Sir,  as  I  am  in  the  Age  of  my 

Children:  I’ll  fhew  you  fuch  Ale - Here,  Tapder, 

broach  Number  1706,  as  the  Saying  is ; - Sir,  you 

fhall  tade  my  Anno  Domini - 1  have  liv’d  in  Litch¬ 

field,  Man  and  Boy,  above  eight  and  fifty  Years,  and, 

I  believe,  have  not  confum’d  eight  and  fifty  Ounces  of 
Meat. 


Aim . 
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Aim.  At  a  Meal,  you  mean,  if  one  may  guefs  your 
Senfe  by  your  Bulk. 

Bon.  Not  in  my  Life,  Sir.  I  have  fed  purely  upon 
Ale  ;  I  have  eat  my  Ale,  drank  my  Ale,  and  I  always 
fleep  upon  Ale. 

Enter  Tapfter ■with  a  Bottle  and  Glafs. 

Now,  Sir,  you  (hall  fee,  [Filling  it  out]  your  Wor- 

(hip’s  Health :  Ha  !  delicious,  delicious, - fancy  it 

Burgundy,  only  fancy  it,  and  ’tis  worth  ten  Shillings  a 

Quart. 

Aim.  [Drinks]  ’Tis  confounded  ftrong. 

Bon.  Strong!  It  mu  ft  be  fo,  or  how  lhould  we  be 
ftrong  that  drink  it  ? 

Aim.  And  have  you  liv’d  fo  long  upon  this  Ale, 
Landlord  ? 

Bon.  Eight  and  fifty  Years, upon  my  Credit,  Sir;  but 
k  kill’d  my  Wife,  poor  Woman,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  How  came  that  to  pafs  ? 

Bon.  I  don’t  know  how.  Sir  ;  file  would  not  let  the 
Ale  take  its  natural  Courfe,  Sir;  file  was  for  qualifying 
it  every  now  and  then  with  a  Dram,  as  the  Saying  is ; 
and  an  honeft  Gentleman  that  came  this  way  from 
Ireland,  made  her  a  Prefent  of  a  dozen  Bottles  of  Uf- 

quebaugh - - but  the  poor  Woman  was  never  ivell 

after:  But  howe’er,  I  was  .oblig’d  to  the  Gentleman, 
you  know. 

Aim.  Why,  was  it  the  Ufquebaugh  that  kill’d  her  ? 

Bon.  My  Lady  Bountiful  laid  fo - She,  good  Lady, 

did  what  could  be  done;  fhe  cur’d  her  of  three  Tym¬ 
panies,  but  the  fourth  carried  her  off  ;  but  file’s  happy, 
and  I’m  contented,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  Who’s  that  Lady  Bountiful,  you  mention’d  ? 

Bon.  ’Ods  my... Life,  Sir,  we’ll  drink  her  Health. 
[Drinks]  My  Lady  Bountiful  is  one  of  the  befi:  of  Wo 
men:  Her  laft  Hufband,  Sir  Charles  Bountiful,  left  her 
worth  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year;  and,  I  believe,  fhe 
lays  out  one  half  on’t  in  charitable  Ufes  for  the  good 
of  her  Neighbours ;  fhe  cures  Rheumatifms,  Ruptures, 
and.  broken  Shins  in  Men;  Greeir-Sicknefs,  Obftruc- 
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ti.ons,  and  Fits  of  the  Mother  in  Women; - -The 

King’s  Evil,  Chin-Cough,  and  Chilblains  in  Children  : 
In  Ihort,  fhe  has  cured  more  People  in  and  about  Litch¬ 
field.  within  ten  Years,  than  the  Do&ors  have  kill’d  in 
twenty,  and  that’s  a  bold  Word. 

Aim.  Has  the  Lady  been  any  other  way  ufeful  in  her 
Generation  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  fne  has  a  Daughter  by  Sir  Charles,  the 
fined;  Woman  in  all  our  Country,  and  the  greateft  For¬ 
tune  :  She  has  a  Son  too,  by  her  fird  Hufband,  ’Squire 
■ Sullen,  who  marry’ d  a  dne  Lady  from  London  t’other 
Day;  if  you  pleafe.  Sir,  we’ll  drink  his  Health. 

Aim.  What  fort  of  a  Man  is  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  Sir,  the  Man’s  well  enough ;  fays  little, 
thinks  lefs,  and  does — -nothing  at  all,  ’faith:  But  he’s 
a  Man  of  Great  Ed  ate,  and  values  no  body. 

Aim.  A  Sportfman,  I  fuppofe. 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  he’s  a  Man  of. Pleafure ;  he  plays  at. 
Whilk  and  fmoaks  his  Pipe  eight  and'  forty  Hours  toge¬ 
ther  fometimes. 

Aim.  A  fine  Sportfman,  truly  !  And  marry’d,  you 
fay? 

Bon.  Ay,  and  to  a  curious  Woman,  Sir— But  he’s 
a- - - — - - He  wants  it  here,  Sir. 

[Pointing  to  his  Forehead. 

Aim.  He  has  it  there,  you  mean. 

Bon.  That’s  none  of  my  Bufinefs ;  he’s  my  Landlord, 

and  fo  a  Man,  you  know,  wou’d  not - But  I’cod,- 

he’s  no  better  than-? — Sir,  my  humble  Service  to  you. 
[Drinks.']  Tho’  I  valpe  not  a  Farthing  what  he  can  do 
tome,  I  pay  him  his  Rent  at  Quarter-day;  I  have  a 
good  Running  Trade;  I  have  but  one  Daughter,  and 

1  can  give  her - But  no  matter  for  that. 

Aim.  You’re  very  happy,  Mr.  Boniface  r  pray  what 
other  Company  have  you  in  Town  ? 

Bon.  A  power  of  fine  Ladies ;  and  then  we  have  the  - 
French  Officers. 

Aim .  O  that’s  right;  you  have  a  good  many  of', 
thole  Gentlemen  :  Pray,  how  do  you  like  their  Com  - 
pany  ? 
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Bon.  Sowell,  as  the  Saying  is,  that  I  cou’d  wiih  we 
had  as  many  more  of  ’em  ;  they’re  full  of  Money,  and 
pay  double  for  every  thing  they  have ;  they  know,  Sir, 
that  we  paid  good  round  Taxes  for  the  taking  of ’em, 
and  fo  they  are  willing  to  reimburfe  us  a  little;  one  of 
’em  lodges  in  my  Houle . 

Bnler  Archer. 

Arch.  Landlord,  there  are  fome  French  Gentlemen 
below,  that  alk  for  you. 

Bon.  I’ll  wait  on  ’em - Does  your  Mailer  flay 

long  in  Town,  as  the  Saying  is  ?  [To  Archer. 

Arch.  I  can’t  tell,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Bon.  Come  from  London  ? 

Arch.  No  1 

Bon.  Going  to  London,  may  hap  ? 

Arch.  No  ! 

Bon.  An  odd  Fellow  this:  I  beg  your  Worfhip’s 
Pardon,  I’ll  wait  on  you  in  half  a  Minute.  [Exit. 

Aim.  The  Coaft’s  clear,  I  fee - Now,  my  dear 

Archer,  welcome  to  Litchfield. 

Arch.  I  thank  thee,  my  dear  Brother  in  Iniquity. 

Aim.  Iniquity!  prithee,  leave  Canting;  you  need 
not  change  your  Stile  with  your  Drefs. 

Arch.  Don’t  midake  me,  Aimnxell,  for 'tis  kill  my 
Maxim,  that  there’s  no  Scandal  like  Rags,  nor  any 
Crime  fo  lhameful  as  Poverty. 

Aim.  The  World  confefies  it  every  day  in.  its  Pra- 
£tice,  tho’  Men  won’t  own  it  for  their  Opinion :  Who 
did  that  worthy  Lord,  my  Brother,  fingle  out  of  the 
Side-box  tofup  with  him  t’other  Night? 

Arch.  Jack  Handicrafit ,  a  handfome,  well  drefs’d, 
mannerly,  {harping  Rogue,  who  keeps  the  bell  Com¬ 
pany  in  Town. 

Aim.  Right :  and,  pray,  who  marry’d  my  Lady 
Manfiaughter  t’other  day,  the  great  Fortune? 

Arch.  Why,  Nick  Marrabone,  a  profefs’d  Pick¬ 
pocket,  and  a  good  Bowler;  but  he  makes  a  hand¬ 
fome  Figure,  and  rides  in  his  Coach  that  he  formerly 
vtfed  to  ride  behind. 


Aim. 
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Aim.  But  did  you  obferve  poor  Jack  Generous  in  the 
Park  laft  Week  ? 

Arch.  Yes,  with  his  Autumnal  Perriwig,  {hading 
his  melancholy  Face,  his  Coat  older  than  any  thing 
but  its  Faftiion,  with  one  Hand  idle  in  his  Pocket,  and 
with  the  other  picking  his  ufelefs  Teeth  ;  and  tho’  the 
Mall  was  crouded  with  company,  yet  was  poor  Jack 
as  {ingle  ana  folitary  as  a  Lion  in  a  Defart. 

Aim.  And  as  much  avoided,  for  no  Crime  upon 
Earth  but  the  want  of  Money. 

Arch.  And  that’s  enough  ;  Men  rruift  not  be  poor: 
Idlenefs  is  the  Root  cf  all  Evil ;  the  World’s  wide  e- 
nough,  let  ’em  buftle :  Fortune  has  taken  the  Weak  un¬ 
der  her  Prote&ion,  but  Aden  of  Senfe  are  left  to  their 
Ihduflry. 

Aim.  UponwhichTopick  we  proceed  ;  and,lthink, 
luckily  hitherto:  Wou’d  not  any  Man  fwear  now,  that 
I  am  a  Man  of  Quality,  and  you  my  Servant,  when  if 
our  intriiifick  Value  were  known  — 

Arch.  Come,  come,  we  are  the  Men  of  intrinfick 
Value,  who  can  fhrike  pur  Fortunes  out  of  our  felves, 
whofe  Worth  is  independent  of  Accidents  in  Life,  or 
.Revolutions  in  Government:  we  have.  Heads  to  get 
Money,  and  Hearts  to  fpend  it. 

Aim.  As  to  our  Hearts,  I  grant  ye,  they  are  as  wil¬ 
ling  Tits  as  any  within  twenty  Degrees ;  but  I  can 
have  ,no  great  Opinion  of  our  Heads  from  the  Service 
they  have  done  us  hitherto,  unlefs  it  be  that  they  brought 
us  from  'XjwdoK  hither  to  Litchf.eid,  made  me  a  Lord, 
and  you  my  Servant. 

Arch.  That’s  more  than  you  could  expefl  already. 
3at  what.Money  have  we  left  ? 

Aim.  But  two  hundred  Pound. 

Arch.  And  our  Horfes,  Cloaths,  Rings,  &c.  why, 
we  have  very  good  Fortunes  now  for  moderate  Peo¬ 
ple  ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  that  this  two  hundred  Pound, 
with  the  Experience  that  we  are  now  Mailers  of,  is  a 
better  Eftate  than .  the  ten  thoufand  we  have  {pent. 

. — ; - -Our  F riends  indeed  began  to  fufpett  that  our 

Pockets  were  low,  but  we  came  off  with  flying  Co¬ 
lours, 
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lours,  Ihew’d  no  figna  of  Want  either  in  Word  or 
Deed. 

Aim.  Ay,  and  our  going  to.  Bruffeh  was  a  good  pre¬ 
tence  enough  for  our  fudden  difappearing ;  and,I  warrant 
you,  our  F riends  imagine  that  we  are  gone  a  volunteering. 

Arch.  Why, ’faith  if this  Project  fails  it  mu  ft  e’en  come 
to  that.  I  am  for  venturing  one  of  the  Hundreds, if  you. 
will,  upon  this  Knight-Errantry  ;  but  in  cafe  it  Ihould 
fail,  we’ll  referve  the  other  to  carry  us  to  fome  Counter- 
fcarp,  where  we  may  die  as  we  liv’d,  in  a  Blaze. 

Aim.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  we  have  liv’d  juftly. 
Archer  ;  we  can’t  fay  that  we  have  fpent  our  Fortunes, 
but  that  we  have  enjoy’d  ’em. 

Arch.  Right ;  fo  much  Pleafure  for  fo  much  Money ; 
we  have  had  our  Penny-worths  ;  and  had  I  Millions,  I 
would  go  to  the  fame  Market  again.  O  London,  London  ! 
well,  we  have  bad  our  (hare,  and.  let  us  be  thankful :  Pall 
Pleafures,  for  aught  I  know,  are  paft,  fuch  we  are  fure 
of;  thofe  to  come  may  difappoint  us. 

Aim .  It  has  often  griev’d  the  Heart  of  me,  to  fee  how 
fome  inhuman  Wretches  murder  their  kind  Fortunes; 
thofe  tha^Ly  facrificing  all  to  one  Appetite,  lhall  ftarve 
all  the  reft— You  lhall  have  fome  that  live  only  in  their 
Palates,  and  in  their  Senfe  of  Taking  lhall  drown  the  o- 
ther  four.  Others  are  only  Epicures  in  Appearance,  fuch 
who  lhall  ftarve  their  Nights  to  make  a  Figure  a  Days, 
and  familh  their  own  to  feed  the  Eyes  of  others :  A  con  - 
trary  fort  confine  their  Pleafures  to  the  Dark,  and  con¬ 
tract  their  fpacious  Acres  to  the  Circuit  of  a  Muff- firing. 

Arch.  Right ;  but  they  find  the  Indies  in  that  Spot 
where  they  confume  ’em,and,I  think, your  kind  Keepers 
•avemuch  the  bell  on’t;.for  they  indulge  tire  moll  Senfes 
by  one  Expence,  there’s  the  Seeing,  Hearing,  and  Feel¬ 
ing..  amply  gratified  3  and  fome  Philofophe'ts  wiil  tell 
you  ^hat  from  fuch  a  Commerce,  their  arifes  a  fixth 
Seffft,  that  gives  infinitely  more  Pleafure  than  the  other 
five  put  together. 

Aim.  And  to  pafs  to  the  other  Extremity,  of  all 
Keepers,  I  think  thofe  the  worftthat  keep  their  Money. 
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Arch.  Thefe  are  the  moft  miferable  Wights  in  Being ; 
they  deftroy  the  Rights  of  Nature,  and  difappoint  the 
Bleifings  of  Providence :  Give  me  a  Man  that  keeps  his 
five  Senfes  keen  and  bright  as  his  Sword,  that  has  ’em 
always  drawn  out  in  their  juft  Order  and  Strength,  w  ith 
his  Reafon,  as  Commander  at  the  Head  of ’em  ;  thatde- 
taches  ’em  by  turns  upon  whatever  Party  of  Pleafure  a- 
greeably  offers,  and  commands  ’em  to  retreat  upon  the 

leaft  Appearance  of  Difadvantage,  or  Danger. - For 

my  part,  I  can  flick  to  my  Bottle,  while  my  Wine,  my 
Company,  and  my  Reafon  holds  good:  I  can  be  charm’d 
with  Sappho's  Singing,  without  falling  in  love  with  her 
Face:  I  love  FI  unting,  but  would  not,  like  A  Aeon,  be 
eaten  up  by  my  own  Dogs ;  I  love  a  fine  Houfe,  but  let 
another  keep  it ;  and  juft  fo  I  love  a  fine  Woman. 

Aim.  In  that  laft  Particular  you  have  the  better  of  me. 

Arch.  Ay,  you’re  fuch  an  amorous  Puppy,  that  I'rn 
afraid  you’ll  fpoil  our  Sport :  you.  can’t  counterfeit  the  i 
Paffion  without  feeling  it. 

Aim.  Tho’  the  whining  part  be  out  of  doors  in  Towm, 

’tis  ftill.in  force  with  the  Country  Ladies : - And  let 

me  tell  you,  Frank,  the  Fool  in  that  Pafiioriffhall  out¬ 
do  the  Knave  at  any  time. 

Arch.  Well,  I  won’t  difpute  it  now;  you  command 

for  the  Day,  and  fo  I  fubmit : - At  Nottingham, 

you  know,  I  am  to  be  Mailer. 

Aim,  And  at  Lincoln,  I  again. 

Arch.  Then  at  Norwich  I  mount,  which,  I  think, 
/hall  be  our  iall  Stage  ;  for,  if  we  fail  there,  w’e’ll  eir.-  ' 
bark  for  Holland,  bid  adieu  to  Venus,  and  welcome  Mars.  • 

Aim.  A  Match  !  \_Enter  Boniface.]  Mum. 

Eon.  What  will  your  Worfhip  pleafe  to  have  for 
Supper  ? 

Aim .  What  have  you  got? 

Eon,  Sir,  we  have  a  delicate  piece  of  Beef  in  the  j 
Pot,  and  a  Pig  at  the  Fire.  jLj 

Aim .  Good  Supper-meat,  I  muft  confefs  — I  ; 

can’t  eat  3ee.fi  Landlord.  ; 

Arch,  And  I  hate  Pig. 


Aim. 


The.  Beaux  Stratage  m.  i.$. 

Aim.  Hold  your  prating,  Sirrah  ?  Do  you  know  who 
ou  are  ?  _  [Apde. 

Bon.  Pleafe  to  befpeak  fomething  elfe  ;  I  have  every 
hing  in  the  Houfe. 

Aim.  Have  you  aijy  Veal  ? 

Bon.  Veal,  Sir!  we  had  a  delicate  Loin  of  Veal  on 
Vednefday  laft. 

Aim.  Have  you  got  any  Filh  or  Wild-fowl? 

Bon.  As  for  Filh,  truly  Sir,  we  are  an  inland  Town, 
nd  indifferently  provided  with  Filh,  that’s  the  truth 

n’t ;  but  then  for  Wild-fowl ! - We  have  a  deli- 

ate  Couple  of  Rabbets. 

Aim.  Get  me  the  Rabbets  fricaffeed. 

Bon.  Fricafteed!  Lard,  Sir,  they’ll  eat  much  better 
I nother’d  with  Onions, 

Arch.  Plhaw  !  Rot  your  Onions, 

Aim.,  Again,  Sirrah  !  — Well,  Landlord,  what  yon 
leafe  ;  but  hold,  I  have  afmall  Charge  of  Money,  and 
our  Houfe  is  fo  full  of  Strangers,  that  I  believe  it  may 
e  fafer  in  your  Cuftody  than  mine  ;  for  when  this  Fel- 
nv  of  mine  gets  drunk,  he  minds  nothing  .  —Here, 
irrah,  reach  me  the  ftrong  Box. 

Arch.  Yes,  Sir, - this  will  give  us  Reputation, 

\_AJide.  Brings  the  Box. 

Aim  Here,  Landlord,  the  Locks  arefealed  down  both 
)r  your  Security  and  mine;  it  holds  fomewhat  above 
’wo  hundred  Pound;  if  you  doubt  it,  I’ll  count  it  to 
ou  after  Supper  :  but  be  fure  you  lay  it  where  I  may 
ave  it  at  a  Minute’s  warning ;  for  my  Affairs  are  a  little 
ubious  at  prefent ;  perhaps  I  may  be  gone  in  half  an 
[pur,  perhaps  I  may  be  your  Gueit  till  the  bed  part  of 
lat  be  Ipent;  and  pray  order  your  Ollier  to  keep  my 
[orfes  ready  faddled :  But  one  thing  above  the  reft  I 
lull  beg,  that  you  would  let  this  Fellow  have  none  of 

our  Anno  Domini,  as,  you  call  it ; - for  he’s  the; 

jioft  infufferable  Sot - —Here,  Sirrah,  light  me  to. 

i y  Chamber. 

Arch.  Yes,  Sir  !  \_Exit,  lighted  by  Archer, 

Bon.  Cherry ,  Daughter  Cherry . 


Enter 
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Enter  Cherry. 

Cher.  D’ye  call.  Father  ? 

Bon.  Ay,  Child,  you  muft  lay  by  this  Box  for  tf 
Gentleman;  ’tis  full  of  Money. 

Cher.  Money  !  all  that  Money  !  why  fure,  Fathe 
the  Gentleman  comes  to  be  chofen  Parliament-mas 
Who  is  he? 

Bon.  I  don’t  know  what  to  makeof  him :  he  talks  c 
keeping  his  Horfes  ready  faddled,  and  of  going  perhar 
at  a  minute’s  warning,  or  of  flaying  perhaps  till  the  be 
part  of  this  befpent. 

Cher.  Ay  !  ten  to  one,  Father,  he’s  a  Highway-man 

Bon.  A  Highway- man  !  upon  my  Life,Girl,youhavj 

hit  it,  and  this  Box  is  fome  new-purchafed  Booty - 

Now,  could  we  find.-him  out,  the  Money  were  ours. 

Cher.  He  don’t  belong  to  our  Gang. 

Bon.  What  Horfes  have  they  ? 

Cher.  The  Mafter  rides  upon  a  Black. 

Bon.  A  Black  !  ten  to  one  the  Man  upon  the  blacli 
Mare  ;  and  fince  he  don’t  belong  to  our  F  raternity,  wi 
mky  betray  him  with  a  fafe  Confcience ;  I  don’t  thin! 
it  lawful  to  harbour  any  Rogues  but  my  own.  Look’e 
Child,  as  the  Saying  is,  we.  muft  go  cunningly  to  work : 
Proofs  we  muft  have  ;  the  Gentleman’s  Servant  love; 
Drink,  I’ll  ply  him  that  way ;  and  ten  to  one  he  love; 
a  Wench,  you  muft  work  him  t’other  way. 

Cher.  Father,  would  you  have  me  give  my  Secret  for 
his  ? 

Bon.  Confider,  Child,  there’s  Tws  hundred  Pound 

to  boot.  \_Ringi?ig  without.']  Coming,  coming. - - - > 

Child,  mind  your  Bufinefs. 

Cher.  What  a  Rogue  is  my  Father !  my  Father!  I, 

deny  it.  - -  My  Mother  was  a  good,  generous,  free-l 

hearted  Woman,  and  I  can’t  tell  how  far  her  Good-na-' 
ture  might  have  extended  for  the  good  of  her  Children. 
This  Landlord  of- mine,  for  I  think  1  can  call  him  no 
more,  would  betray  his  Gucft,  and  debauch  his  Daugh¬ 
ter  into  the  bargain - by  a  Footman,  too  ? 
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.  '  l\hfyr\ &r?iej:.W  j  \  Lf 

*  n  1  )  ’  5 

What  Footman,  pray,  Miflrefs,  is  To  happy  as 
to  be  the  Subjeft  of  your  CopterffplaSion.?  ■ ’  *>  *  -  ;*  • 

Cher.  Whoevef  °he  is-'  Friend,  he’ll  be  hut  little  the 
better  for’t. 

Arch.  I  hope  fo,for  I’mfure,you  did  not  think  of  me. 

Cher.  Suppofe  I  had  ? 

Arch.  Why  then  you’re  but  even  with  me;  for  the 
minute  I  came  in,  I  was  confidering  in  what  manner  I 
fhould  make  Love  to  you. 

Cher.  Love  to  me,  Friend! 

Arch.  Yes,  Child. 

Cher.  Child !  Manners :  If  you  kept  a  little  more 
diftance,  Friend,  it  would  become  you  much  better. 

Arch.  Diftance !  good-night.  Saucebox.  [Going. 

Cher.  A  pretty  Fellow ;  I  like  his  Pride.  -  Sir, 

pray.  Sir,  you  fee,  Sir,  [Archer  returns ]  I  have  the  Cr#- 
aittobe  intruded  with  your  Maker’s  Fortune  here,which 
fets  me  a  degree  above  a  F  ootman ;  I  hope,  Sir,  you 
a’ n’t  affronted. 

Arch.  Let  me  look  you  full  in  the  Face,  and  I’ll  tell 

you  whether  you  can  affront  me  or  no - ’Sdeath 

Child,  you  have  a  pair  of  delicate  Eyes,  and  you  don’t 
know  what  to  do  with  ’em. 

Cher.  Why,  Sir,  don’t  I  fee  every  body  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  but  if  fome  Women  had’em,  they  wou’d 
kill  every  body.  -  .  ■  Prithee  inftruft  me,  I  wou’d  fain 

make  Love  to  you,  but  I  don’t  know  what  to  fay. 

Cher.  Why,  did  you  never  make  Love  to  any  body 
before  ? 

Arch.  Never  to  a  Perfon  of  your  Figure,  I  can  affure 
you.  Madam ;  my  Addreffes  have  been  always  confined 
to  People  within  my  own  Sphere :  I  never  afpir’d  fo 
high  before. 

[Archer  fmgs. 

But  you  look  fo  bright. 

And  are  drefs'd fo  tight, 

1 That  a  Man  wou'd fwear you're  right , 

As  Arm  was  e'er  laid  over.  Such' 
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,  Such  an  Air , 

Yhu  f reply  wear 
To  \ enfnafe  ' 

As  makes  each  Guejl  a  Lover ; 

■  »’  2  Tc:  nee  then,  my  Dear,  f  m  your  Gueji, 

Prithee  give  ine  of  the  bejt 
Of  what  is  ready  drefl  : 

Since  then  my  Dear,  &cc. 

Cher.  What  can  I  think  of  this  Man?  [Afdef]  Will 
you  give  me  that  Song,  Sir? 

Arch.  Ay,  my  Dear ;  take  it  while  it  is  warm 
[Rifes  her~\  Death  and  Fire!  her  Lips  are  Honey-combs ! 

Cher.  And  I  wilh  there  had  been  a  Swarm  of  Bees 
too,  to  have  (lung  you  for  your  Impudence. 

Arch.  There’s  a  Swarm  of  Cupids,  my  little  Venus, 
that  has  done  the  Bufmefs  much  better. 

Cher.  This  Fellow  is  miibegotten  as  wellasl.[^/rf<?.] 
What’s  your  Name,  Sir? 

Arch.  Name!  I’gad  I  have  forgot  it,  [Aftdef]  Oh! 

Mw  tin . 

Cher.  Where  were  your  born  ? 

Arch  In  St.  Martin  s  Parifli. 

Cher.  What  was  your  Father? 

Arch.  Of — jf — Sc.  Martins  Parifh. 

Cher.  Then  Friend,  good-night. 

Arch.  I  hope  not. 

Cher.  You  may  depend  upon’t. 

Arch.  Upon  what  ? 

Cher.  That  you’re  very  impudent. 

Arch.  That  you’re  very  handfome. 

Cher.  That  you’re  a  Footman. 

Arch.  That  you’re  an  Angel. 

Cher.  I  (hall  be  rude. 

Arch.  So  (hall  I. 

Cher.  Let  go  my  Hand. 

Arch.  Give  me  a  Kifs. 

[Rifes  her:  Boniface  calls  without,  Cherry,  Cherry. 
.-  ’  ’  Cher. | 
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Cher.  I’m - My  Father  calls ;  you  plaguy  Devil, 

how  duril  you  Hop  my  Breath  fo  ? - Offer  to  follow 

me  one  ftep  if  you  dare. 

Arch.  A  fair  Challenge,  by  this  Light ;  this  is  a 
pretty  fair  Opening  of  an  Adventure ;  but  we  are  Knight - 
Errants,  and  fo  Fortune  be  our  Guide,  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  First  ACT. 


ACT  II. 

Scene,  A  Gallery  in  Lady  Bountiful5; 
Houfe. 

Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda,  meeting. 

Dor.  Ty  r  Orrow,  my  dear  Siller;  are  you  for  Church 
1VJL  this  Morning  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  where  to  pray  ;  for  Heaven  alone  can 
help  me:  But. I  think,  Dorinda ,  there’s  no, Form  of 
Prayer  in  the  Liturgy  againft  bad  Hufbands. 

Dor.  B  ut  there’s  a  F  orm  of  Law  at  DotJors-Commons  ; 
and  I  fwear,  Sifter  Sullen,  rather  than  fee  you  thus  con¬ 
tinually  difeontented,  I  would  advife  you  to  apply  to 
that :  For,  beftdes  the  part  that  I  bear  in  your  vexatious 
Broils,  as  beingSiiler  totheHufband,  and  Friend  to  the 
Wife,  your  Examples  give  me  fuch  an  Imprelfion  of 
Matrimony,  that  I  fhall  be  apt  to  condemn  my  Perfon 
to  a  long  Vacation  all  its  Life — But  fuppofing, Madam, 
that  you  brought  it  to_a  Cafe  of  Separation,  what  can 
you  urge  againft  your  Hufhand  ?  My  Brother  is,  firft, 
the  molt  conftant  Man  alive. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  moft  conftant  Hufband,  I  grant  ye. 

Dor.  He  never  fleeps  from  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  he  always  fleeps  with  me. 

Dor.  He  allows  you  a  Maintenance  fuitable  to  your 
Quality. 

Mrs.  Sul. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  A  Maintenance  !  do  you  take  me.  Madam, 
for  an  Hofpital  Child,  that  I  muft  fit  down,  and  blefs^ 
my  Benefactors  for  Meat,  Drink,  and  Clothes?  As  I 
take  it,  Madam,  I  brought  your  Brother  Ten  thoufand-. 
Pounds,  out  of  which  I  might  expeCt  fome  pretty' things, 
called  Pleafures. 

Dor.  Y ou  lhare  in  all  the  Pleafures  that  the  Country 
affords. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Country  Pleafures !  Racks  and  Torments! 
Dolt  think.  Child,  that  my  Limbs  are  made  for  leaping 
of  Ditches,  and  clambring  over  Styles;  or  that  my  Pa¬ 
rents,  wifely  forefeeing  my  future  Happinefs  in  Country 
Pleafures, had  early  inltrudted  me  in  the  rural  Accompiiftw 
ments  of  drinking  fat  Ale,playing  at  Whifk,andfmoak- 
ing  T obacco  with  my  Holland ;  or  of  fpreading  of  Plai- 
Iters, brewing  of  Diet-drinks,  and  Hilling  ofRofemary-wa- 
ter,  with  the  good  old  Gentlewoman  my  Mother-in-law. 

Dor.  Pm  lorry.  Madam,  that  it  is  not  more  in  our 
power  to  divert  you;  I  cou’d  wilh,  indeed,  that  our 
Entertainments  were  a  little  more  polite,  or  your  Tafte  a 
little  lefs  refin’d :  But  pray,  Madam,  how  came  the  Poets 
and  Philofophers,  that  labour’d  fo  much  in  hunting  after 
Pleature,  to  place  it  at  lalt  in  a  Country  Life? 

Mrs.  St(l.  Becaufethey  wanted  Money,  Child,  to  find 
out  the  Pleafures  of  the  Town :  Did  yrou  ever  hear  of  a 
Poet  or  Philofcpher  worth  Ten  thoufand  Pound  ?  If  you 
can  lhew  me  fuch  a  Man,  I’ll  lay  you  fifty  Pound,  you’ll 
find  him  fomewhere  within  the  Weekly  Bills.  Not  that  I 
difapprove  rural  Pleafures  as  the  Poets  have  painted  them 
in  their  Landfchapes ;  every  Phillis  has  her  Cory  don,  every 
murmuring  Stream,  and  every  flowing  Mead  gives  frelh 

Alarms  to  Love.— - Befides,  you’ll  find,  that  their 

Couples  were  never  marry’d  - -  But  yonder,  I  fee 

my  Cory  don,  and  a  fweet  Swain  it  is,  Heaven  knows--- 
Come,  Dorinda,  don’t  be  angry,  he’s  my  Hufband,  and 
your  Brother,  and  between  both,  is  he  not  a  fad  Brute  ? 

Dor.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  part  of  him ; 
you’re  the  beft  Judge. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Sifter,  Sifter !  if  ever  you  marry,  beware 
of  a  fallen,  fllent  Sot,  one  that’s  always  mufing.but  never 

thinks; 
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thinks. - There’s  fome  Diverfion  in  a  talking  Block¬ 

head,  and  fince  a  Woman  mud  wear  Chains,  I  wou’d 

have  the  Pleafureof  hearing  ’em  rattle  a  little. - Now 

you  ihall  fee ;  but  take  this  by  the  way,  He  came  home 
this  Morning  at  his  ufual  Hour  of  Four,  waken’d  me  out 
of  a  fweet  Dream  of  fomething  elfe,  by  tumbling  over 
the  Tea-Table,  which  he  broke  all  to  pieced,-  after  his 
Man  and  he  had  rowl’d  about  the  Room,  like  fick  Paf- 
fengers  in  a  Storm,  he  comes  flounce  into  Bed,  dead  as 
a  Salmon  into  a  F ifhmonger’s  Balket ;  his  Feet  cold  as  Ice, 
hisBreath  hot  as  aFurnace,and  hisHands  andhisFace  as 
greafy  as  a  Flannel  Night-Cap— Oh  Matrimony  !  Ma¬ 
trimony  ! — u-Hetofies  up  the  Cloaths  with  a  barbarous 
fwing  over  his  Shoulders,  diforders  the  whole  Oecono- 
my  of  my  Bed,  leaves  me  half  naked,  and  my  whole 
Night’s  Comfort  is  the  tuneable  Serenade  of  that  wake¬ 
ful  Nightingale,  his  Nofe— u^.O  thePleafure  of  count¬ 
ing  the  melancholy  Clock  by  a  fnoaring  Hulband !— u. 
But  now,  Sifter,  you  Ihall  fee  how  handiomely,  being 
a  well-bred  Man,  he  will  beg  my  Pardon, 

Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  My  Head  akes  confumedly. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  be  pleafed,  my  Dear,  to  drink  Tea 

'with  us  this  Morning  ?  it  may  do  your  Head  good. 

Sul.  No. 

Dor.  Coffee,  Brother? 

Sul.  Pfhaw! 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  pleafe  to  drefs,  and  go  to  Church 
with  me?  the  Air  may  help  you. 

Sul.  Scrub! 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir! 

Sul.  What  Day  o’th’  Week  is  this  ? 

Scrub.  Sunday ,  an’ t  pleafe  your  Worth  ip. 

Sul.  Sunday!  bring  me  a  Dram ;  and,  d’ye  hear  ?  fct 
out  the  Venifon-Paftjr,  and  a  Tankard  of  itrong  Beer 
upon  the  Hall-T able)  I’ll  go  to  Breakfalt.  [Going. 

Dori 
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Dor.  Stay,  ftay,  Brother,  you  Qia’n’t  get  off  fo;  yew 
v.  ere  very  naught  lalt  Night,  and  muft  make  your  Wife 
Reparation:  come,  cpme.  Brother,  won’t  you afk  Par¬ 
don? 

Sul.  F  or  what  ? 

Dor.  For  being  drunk  lad:  night. 

Sul.  I  can  afford  it,  can’t  I? 

Airs.  Su/.  But  I  can’t,  Sir? 

Sul.  Then  you  may  let  it  alone. 

Airs.  Sul.  But  I  muft  tell  you.  Sir,  that  this  is  not 
to  be  born. 

Sul.  I’m  glad  on’t. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  is  the  reafon,  Sir,  that  you  ufe  me 
thus  inhumanly? 

Sul.  Scrub! 

Scrub.  Sir ! 

Sul.  Get  things  ready  to  fhave  my  Head.  [Exit. 

Airs.  Sul.  Have  a  care  of  coming  near  his  Temples, 
Scrub,  for  fear  you  meet  fomething  there  that  may  turn 
the  Edge  of  your  Razor.  [Exit  Scrub.]  Inveterate  Stu¬ 
pidity  !  Did  you  ever  know  fo  hard  ,fo  obftinate  a  Spleen 
as  his?  O Sifter,  Sifter  !  I  fhall  never  ha’ good  of  the 
Beaft  till  I  get  him  to  T own  ;  London ,  dear  London  is 
the  place  for  managing  and  breaking  a  Hufband. 

Dor.  And  has  no:  a  Hufband  the  fame  Opportunities 
there  for  humbling  a  Wife  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  no,  Child,  ’tis  a  {landing  Maxim  in 
conjugal  Difcipline,  that  when  aManwou’d  enflavehis 
Wjfe,  he  hurries  her  into  the  Country ;  and  when  a  Lady 
would  be  arbitrary  with  her  Hulhand,  {he  wheedles 

her  Bcoby  up  to  Town - —A  Man  dare  not  play  the 

T yrant  in  London ,  becaufe  there  are  fo  many  Examples 
to  encourage  the  Subject  to  rebel.  C  Dorinda,  Dorinda! 
a  fine  Woman  may  do  any  thing  in  London ;  O’  my  Con¬ 
fidence,  fine  may  raifie  an  Army  of  forty  thoufand  Aden. 

Dor.  I  fancy.  Sifter,  you  Rave  a  Mind  to  be  trying 
your  Power  that  way  herein  Litchfield;  you  have  drawn 
the  French  Count  to  your  Colours  already. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  French  are  a  People  that  can’t  live 
without  their  Gallantries. 

1  "  Dor. 
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lor.  And  fome  Engli/b  that  I  know.  Sifter,  are  not 
rfe  to  fuch  Amufements. 

klrs.  Sul.  Well, Sifter, fince  the  Truth  muft  out, it  may 
as  well  now  as  hereafter;  I  think,  oneway  to  rouze 
lethargick,  fottifh  Hufband,  is  to  give  him  a  Rival ; 
urity  begets  Negligence  in  all  People,  and  Men  mull 
alarm’d  to  make  ’em  alert  in  their  Duty ;  Women-  are 
:  Pictures,  of  no  value  in  the  hands  of  a  Fool,  till 
hears  Men  of  Senfe  bid  high  for  the  Purchafe. 

'lor.  This  might  do,  Sifter,  if  my  Brother’s  Under¬ 
ding  were  to  be  convinc’d  into  a  Pallion  for  you ; 
I  believe,  there’s  a  natural  Averfion  of  his  fide, 
I  fancy.  Sifter,  that  you  don’t  come  much  behind 
1,  if  you  dealt  fairly. 

Irs.  Sul.  I  own  it;  we  are  united  Con tradidions, Fire 
Water.  But  I  cou’d  -be  contented,  with  a  great 
iy_  other  Wives,  to  humour  the  cenforious  Vulgar, 
give  the  World  an  Appearance  of  living  well  with 
Hufband,  cou’d  I  bring,  him  but  to  diflemble  a  little 
dnefs  to  keep  me  in  countenance. 
hr.  Bat  how  do  you  know.  Sifter,  but  that  inftead 
ouzing  your  Hufband  by  this  Artifice  to  a  counter- 
Kindnefs,  he  lhou’d  awake  in  a  real  Fury  ? 

Irs.  Sul.  Let  him:— ——If  I  can’t  entice  him  to  the 
I  wou’d  provoke  him  to  the  other. 
hr.  But  how  muft  I  behave  myfelf  between  ye? 

Irs.  Sul.  You  muft  aflift  me. 

hr.  What,  againft  my  own  Brother  ? 

rrs.  Sul.  He’s  but  half  a  Brother,  and  I’m  your  entire 

nd :  If  I  go  a  Step  beyond  the  Bounds  of  Honour, 

5  me;  till  then,  I  expe&you  lliou’d  go  along  with 
n  every  thing ;  while  I  trull  my  Honour  in  your 
Js,_  you  may  trull  your  Brother’s  in  mine  — — The 
it  is  to  dine  here  to-day. 

or-  ’Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  Sifter,  that  I  can’t  like 
I  Man. 

irs.  Sul.  You  like  nothing,  your  time  is  not  come ; 
band  Death  have  their  Fatalities,  and  ftrike  home 

|ime  or  other  :  - - You’ll  pay  for  all  one  Day,  I 

warrant 
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warrant  ye - But  come,  my  Lady’s  Tea  is  ready,  and 

’cis  almoii  Church-time.  \_Exeut:t. 

Scene,  The  Inn. 


Enter  Aimwell  drefs'd,  and  Archer. 

Aim.  And  was  {he  the  Daughter  of  the  Houfe  ? 

Arch.  The  Landlord  is  fo  blind  as  to  think  fo ;  but  I 
dare  fwear  flie  has  better  Blood  in  her  Veins. 

Aim.  Why  doft  think  fo  ? 

Arch.  Becaufe  the  Baggage  has  a  pert  Je-nt-ftay-quoi, 
{he  reads  Plays,  keeps  a  Monkey,  and  is  troubl’d  with 


Vapours. 

Aim.  By  which  Difcoveries,  I  guefs  that  you  know 
more  of  her. 

Arch.  Not  yet,  ’faith ;  the  Lady  gives  herfelf  Airs, 
forfooth,  nothing  under  a  Gentleman. 

Aim.  Let  me  take  her  in  hand. 

Arch.  Say  one  word  more  o’  that,  and  I’ll  declare  m) 
felf,  fpoil  your  Sport  there,  and  every  where  elfe;  lob! 
ye,  Aimnoell,  every  Man  in  his  own  Sphere. 

Aim.  Right;  and  therefore  you  mult  pimp  for  youi 

Mafter.  , 

Arch.  In  the  ufual  Forms,  good  Sir,  after  I  have  lerv  < 

myfelf - But  to  our  Bufmels - You  are  fo  welldrefs’d 

Tom,  and  make  fo  handfome  a  Figure,  that  I  fancy  yo' 
may  do  Execution  in  a  Country  Church ;  the  exterio 
Part  llrikes  frit,  and  you’re  in  the  right  to  make  th.3 
Impreflion  favourable. 

Aim.  There’s  fomething  in  that  which  may  turn  t 
Advantage :  The  Appearance  of  a  Stranger  in  a  Countr 
Church,  draws  as  many  Gazers  as  a  Blazing  Star ;  a 
fooner  he  comes  into  the  Cathedral,  but  aTrainofWhil 
pers  runs  buzzing  round  the  Congregation  in  a  moment 

_ Who  is  he?  Whence  comes  he?  Do  you  know  him 

_ _ Then,  I,  Sir,  tips  me  the  Verger  half  a  Crown 

he  pockets  the  Simony,  and  indudb  me  into  the  be 
Pew  in  the  Church :  I  pull  out  my  Snuff-Box,  turn  m 
felf  round,  bow  to  the  Bilhop,  or  Dean,  if  he  be  th 
commanding  Officer;  Tingle  out  a  Beauty,rivet  both  ra 
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Eyes  to  hers,  fet  my  Nofe  a  bleeding  by  the  Strength  of 
Imagination,  and  fhew  the  whole  Church  my  Concern, 
by  my  endeavouring  to  hide  it :  after  the  Sermon,  the 
whole  Town  gives  me  to  her  for  a  Lover,  and  by  perfua- 
ding  the  Lady  that  I  am  a  dying  for  her,  the  Tables  are 
turn’d,  and  fhe  in  good  earnelt  falls  in  love  with  me. 

Arcb.  There’s  nothing  in  this,  Tom,  without  a  Pre¬ 
cedent;  but  inllead  of  riveting  your  Eyes- to  a  Beauty 
try  to  fix  ’em  upon  a  Fortune;  that’s  our  Bufinefs  at 
prefent. 

Ann.  Pfhaw,  no  Woman  can  be  a  Beauty  without  a 

Fortune. - Let  .me  alone,  for  a  Mark’s-man. 

Arch.  Tom! 

Aim.  Ay. 

Arcb.  When  were  you  at  Church  before,  pray? 

Aim.  Um - 1  was  thereat  the  Coronation. 

Arcb.  And  how  can  you  expedl  a  Bleffing  by  o-oinp- 
to  Church  now?  6  *  *»  2 

Aim.  Blefling  !  nay,  Frank,  I  aik  but  for  a  Wife  ? 

[£  xit 

Arch.  Truly,  the  Man  is  not  very  unreafonable  in  his 
Demands.  [Exit  at  the  oppojite  Door. 

Enter  Boniface  and  Cherry. 


have  you 


Bon.  Well,  Daughter,  as  the  Saying  is, 
brought  Martin  to  confefs  ? 

Cher.  Pray,  Father,  don’t  put  me  upon  netting  any 
thing  out  of  a  Man  ;  I’m  but  young,  you  know.  Father 
and  I  don’t  underftand  Wheedling.  ’ 

Bon.  Young  ; !  why  you  Jade,  as  the  Saying  is, can  any 
\\  oman  wheedle  that  is  not  young  ?  Your  Mother  was 
ufelefs  at  five  and  twenty  !  Wou’d  you  make  your  Mo¬ 
ther  a  Whore,  and  me  a  Cuckold,  as  the  Saying  is  ?  1  tell 
you  his  Silence  confeffes  it,  and  his  Mailer  ipends  his 
Money  fo  freely,  and  is  fo  much  a  Gentleman  every 
manner  of  way,  that  he  mull  be  a  Highway-man. 


Enter  Gibbet  in  a  Cloak. 


Gib.  Landlord,  Landlord,  is  the  Coall  clear  ? 

Bon.  O,  Mr.  Gibbet,  what’s  the  News  ? 

B  Gib. 
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Gib.  No  matter, afk  no  Queftions ;  all  fair  and  honour¬ 
able.  Here  my  dear  Cherry.  [Gives  her  a  Bag.']  Two 
hundred  Sterling  Pounds,  as  good  as  ever  hang’d  or  fav’d 
a  Rogue  ;  lay  ’em  by  with  the  reft :  And  here — Three 

Wedding - or  Mourning  Rings,  ’tis  much  the  fame, 

you  know - Here,  two  Silver-hilted  Swords:  I  took 

thofe  from  Fellows  that  never  (hew  any  part  of  their 
Swords  but  the  Hilts:  Here  is  a  Diamond  Necklace 
which  the  Lady  hid  in  the  privateft  Place  in  the  Coach, 
but  I  found  it  out.  This  Gold  Watch  I  took  from  aPawn- 
broker’s  Wife;  it  was  left  in  her  Hands  by  a  Perfon  of 
Quality,  there’s  the  Arms  upon  the  Cafe. 

.Cher.  But  who  had  you  the  Money  from  ? 

Gib.  Ah  !  poor  Woman!  I  pitied  her; - From  a 

poor  Lady  juft  elop’d  from  her  Hufband,  fhe  had  made 
up  her  Cargo,  and  was  bound  for  Ireland,  as  hard  as  (he 
cou’d  drive  ;  fhe  told  me  of  her  Hufband’s  barbarous 
■Ufage,  and  fo  ’faith I  left  her  half  a  Crown.  But  I  had 
almoft  forgot,  my  dear  Cherry,  I  have  a  Prefent  for  you. 

Che.  Whatis’t? 

Gib.  A  Pot  of  Cerufe,  my  Child,  that  I  took  out  of 
a  Lady’s  Under-Petticoat  Pocket. 

Cher.  What,  Mr.  Gibbet,  do  you  think  that  I  paint  ? 

Gib.  Why,  you  Jade,  your  Betters  do  ;  Pmfurethe 
Lady  that  I  took  it  from  had  a  Coronet  upon  her  Hand¬ 
kerchief. - Here,  take  my  Cloak,  and  go,  fecure  the 

Premiffes. 

Cher.  I  will  fecure  ’em.  [Exit. 

Bon.  But  heark’e,  where’s  Hounjlonx  and  Ba'Jhot  ? 

Gib.  They’ll  be  here  to-night. 

Ben.  D’ye  know  of  any  other  Gentlemen  o’  the  Pad 
on  this  Road  ? 

Gib.  No. 

Bon.  I  fancy  that  I  have  two  that  lodge  in  the  Houfe 
juft  now. 

Gib.  The  Devil !  How  d’ye  fmoak’em  ? 

Bon.  Why,  the  one  is  gone  to  Church. 

Qib.  To  Church!  That’s  fulpicious,  Imuftconfefsd 
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Bon.  And  the  other  is  now  in  his  Mailer’s  Chamber; 
re  pretends  to  be  Servant  to  the  other ;  we’ll  call  him 
rut  and  pump  him  a  little. 

•Gib.  With  all  my  heart. 

Bon.  Mr.  Martin!  Mr.  Martin ! 


Enter  Archer  combing  a  Perriuuig  andfmging. 

Gib.  The  Roads  are  confumed  deep.;  I’m  as  dirty  as 

'Id  Brentford  at  Chrijimas - A  good  pretty  Fellow 

hat;  who’s  Servant  are  you,  Friend?  7 

Arch.  My  Mailer’s. 

Gib.  Really  ? 

Arch.  Really. 

Gib.  That’s  much - :The  Fellow  has  been  at  the 

faby,hxTEvafl0nS- - Hut  pray.  Sir,  what  is  your 

Mailer  s  Name  ?  1 

Arch.  Tall,  all,  dall ;  \Stngs  and  combs  the  P  errivjiv  1 

rhis  is  the  moil  obilinate  Curl. - .  6  ** 

Gib.  I  aflc  you  his  Name  ? 

yrrf  Name,  Sir; - Tall,  all,  dall- 1  never  afk’d 

um  his  Name  in  rny  Life.  Tall,  all,  dall. 

Bon.  What  think  you  now  ? 

.  GJb‘  Jlain’  Plai"  5  he  talks  now  as  if  he  were  before  a 

ravif?  But'Pray>  Fnend’  way  does  your  Mailer 
Arch.  A  Horfeback. 


Gib.  Very  well  again,  an  old  Offender  right— But 
mean,  does  he  go  upwards  or  downwards  ? 

Arch.  Downwards,  I  fear.  Sir !  Tall,  all 
Gib.  I’m  afraid  thy  Fate  will  be  a  contrary  wav. 

v  ba>  ^a-  ^r'  Martin,  you’re  very  arch- _ 

his  Gentleman  1S  only  travelling  towards  Che  tier,  and 
ou  d  be  glad  of  your  Company,  that’s  all— — Come 
aptam  you’ll  ilay  to-night,  I  fuppofe;  I’ll  ihew  you 

Chamber - Come,  Captain. 

Gib.  Farewell,  Friend. - 

Arch  Captain  your  Servant - Captain  !  a  pretty 

ellow  !  Sdeath,  I  wonder  that  the  Officers  of  the  Army- 
an  t  confpnse  to  beat  all  Scoundrels  in  Red  but  their 
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Enter  Cherry. 


Cher.  Gone,  and  Martin  here!  I  hope  he  did  not  Men 
I  wou’d  have  the  Merit  of  the  Difcoverry  all  my  own 
becaufe  I  wou’d  oblige  him  to  love  me.  {AfideC]  Mr 
Martin,  who  was  that  Man  with  my  Father  ? 

Arch.  Some  Recruiting  Serjeant,  or  whipp’d  ou 
•Trooper,  I  fuppofe. 

Cher.  All’s  fafe,  I  find.  {Afidt 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear,  have  you  conn’d  over  th 
Catechize  I  taught  you  laft  Night  ? 

:Cher.  Come,  queftion  me. 

Arch.  What  is  Love  ?  ^ 

Cher.  Love  is  i  know  not  what,  it  comes  I  know  nc 
Low',  and  goes  I  know  not  when. 

Arch.  Very  well;  an  apt  Scholar.  {Chucks  her  unde 
the  Chin.']  Where  does  Love  enter  r 
Cher.  Into  the  Eyes. 

Arch.  And  where  go  out  ? 

Cher.  I  won’t  tell  you. 

Arch.  What  are  the  Objects  of  that  Paffion  r 
Cher.  Youth,  Beauty,  and  clean  Linnen. 

Arch.  'The  Reafon?  ,  .  . _ 

■  Cher.  The  two  firff  are  fafhionahle  in  Nature,  an 

the  third  at  Court. 

Arch.  That’s  my  Dear :  What  are  the  Signs  and  1  c 

•  kens  of  that  Paffion?  . 

Cher  A  Healing  Look,  a  Hammering  T ongue,  W  ort 
improbable,  Defigns  impoffible,  and  Aftions  impract 
cabie. 

Arch.  That’s  my  good  Child,  kifs  me. - Whj 

muH  a  Lover  do  to  obtain  his  MiHrefs? 


Cher.  He  muH  adore  the  Perfon  that  difdains  him,  1 
muH  bribe  the  Chambermaid  that  betrays  him,  ar 

couit  the  Footman  that  laughs  at  him  !. - He  mui 

he  muH- 


;  muu- - -  „  ...  , 

Arch.  Nay,  Child,  I  muH  whip  you  if  you  doi 

.mind  your  Leffon  ;  he  muH  treat  his- 


Jiis 


ilUCL  yUUl  5  - -  _  .  - 

Cher.  O  !  ay .  He  mull  treat  his  Enemies  w ithReipei 
is  Friends  with  Indifference,  and  all  the  World  wi 

Cd 
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Contempt ;  he  mull  fuffer  much,  and  fear  more ;  he 
mull  delire  much,  and  hope  little;  in  lliort,  he  mull- 
embrace  his  Ruin,  and  throw  himfelf  away 

Arch.  Had  ever  Man  fo  hopeful  a  Pupil  as  mine  ?  - 
Come,  my  Dear,  why  is  Love  call’d  a  Riddle  ? 

Cher.  Becaufe  being  blind,  he  leads  thofe  that  fee  ; 
and  tho’  a  Child,  he  governs  a  Man. 

Arch.  Mighty  well ! - And  why  is  Love  pictur’d 

blind  ? 

Cher.  Becaufe  the  Painters  out  of  their  WeSknefs  or 
Privilege  of  their  Art,  chofe  to  hide  thofe  Eyes  they 
cou’d  not  draw. 

Arch.  That’s  my  dear  little  Scholar, kifs  me  again. — 
And  why  Ihou’d  Love,  that’s  a  Child,  govern  a  Man  ? 

Cher.  Becaule  that  a  Child- is  the  End-of  Love. 

Arch.  And  fo  ends  Love’s  Catechifm. - And  now, 

my  Dear,  we’ll  go  in  and  make  my  Mailer’s  Bed. 

Cher.  Hold,  hold,  M r Martin - You  have  taken 

a  great  deal  of  Pains  to  inllruCl  me,  and  what  d’ye  think 
I  have  learn’d  by  it,  • 

Arch.  What? 

Cher.  That  your  Difcourfe  and  your  Habit  are  Con¬ 
tradictions,  and  it  wou’d  be  Nonfenfe  in  me  to  believe 
you  a  Footman  any  longer. 

Arch.  ’Oons,  what  a  Witch  it  is  ? 

Cher.  Depend  upon  this.  Sir,  nothing  in  that  Garb 
fliall  ever  tempt  me  ;  lor  tho’  I  was  born  to  Servitude, 

I  hate  it: - Own  your  Condition,  fwear  you  love 

me,  and  then - «. 

Arch.  And  then  we  fhall  go  make  my  Mailer’s  Bed. 

Cher.  Yes. 

Arch.  You  mull  know  then,  that  I  am  born  a  Gentle¬ 
man;  my  Education  was  liberal,  but  I  went  to  London  a- 
younger  Brother,  fell  into  the  Hands  of  Sharpers,  who 
llript  me  of  my  Money,  my  Friends  difown’d  me,  and 
row  my  Neceffity  brings  me  to  what  you  fee. 

Cher.  Then  take  my  Hand - promife  to  marry  me 

Jefcre  you  deep,  and  I’ll  make  you  Mailer  of  two 
:houfand  Pounds. 

Arch.  How  ! 
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Cher.  T wo  thoufand  Pound  that  I  hare  this  Minute 
in  my  own  Cuiiody ;  fo  throw  off  your  Livery  this 
inftant,  and  I’ll  go  find  a  Parfon. 

Arch.  What  laid  you?  a  Parfon  ? 

Cher.  What !  do  you  fcruple  ? 

Arch.  Scruple  !  No,  no;  but — two  thoufand  Pound: 
you  fay  ? 

Cher.  And  better. 

Arch.  ’Sdeath,  what  lhall  I  do  ? - But  heark’e. 

Child,  what  need  you  mhke  me  Mailer  of  your  felf  and. 
Money,  when  you  may  have  the  fame  Plealure  out  of 
me,  and  Hill  keep  your  Fortune  in  your  own  Hands? 

Cher.  Then  you  won’t  marry  me  ? 

Arch.  I  wou’d  marry  you,  but— — 

Cher.  OfweetSir,  I’m  your  humble  Servant,  you’re 
fairly  caught :  Wou’d  you  perfuade  me  that  any  Gentle¬ 
man  who  cou’d  bear  the  Scandal  of  wearing  a  Liver-y,. 
wou’d  refufe  two  thoufand  Pound,  let  the  Condition  be 
what  it  wou’d - no,  no.  Sir, - but  I  hope  you’ll  par¬ 

don  theFreedomsI  have  taken, fince  it  was  only  to  inform 
my  felf  of  the  Refpefl  that  I  ought  to  pay  you.  [Going. 

Arch.  Fairly  bit,  by  Jupiter—*—  Hold,  Hold,  and 
have  you  actually  two  thoufand  Pounds  ? 

Cher.  Sir,  I  have  my  Secrets  as  well  as  you — when, 
you  pleafe  to  be  more  open,  I  lhall  be  more  free ;  and  be 
alfur’d  that  I  have  Difcoveries  that  will  match  yours,  be 

they  what  they  will - In  the  mean  while,  be  fadf- 

fied  that  no  Difcovery  I  make  lhall  ever  hurt  you  ;  but 
beware  of  my  Father - -  [Exit. 

Arch.  So — we’re  like  to  have  as  many  Adventures  in 
our  Inn,  as  Don  Quixote  had  in  his — — let  me  fee- — 
two  thoufand  Pounds !  If  the  Wench  wou’d  promife  to 
die  when  the  Money  were  fpent,I’gad, one  wou’d  marry 
her ;  but  the  Fortune  may  go  off  in  a  Year  or  two,  and 

the  Wife  may  live - -Lord  knows  how  iong  1  Then 

an  Inn-Keeper’s  Daughter ;  ay,  that’s  the  Devil—.—, 
there  my  Pride  bring,  me  off. 

Fir  what  foe' er  the  Sages  charge  on  Pride, 

‘The  Angels  Tall  and  twentx  Faults  befide  ; 

On' 
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On  Earth ,  I'm  Jure,  ’ mong  us  of  mortal  Calling, 

Pride  femes  Man  oft ,  and  Woman  too  from  falling. 

[Exit. 

*Ibe  END«///«Seco  nd  Act. 


ACT  III. 

S-  c  e  n  e,  Lady  Bountiful*}  Houfe, 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen,  and  Dorinda. 

Mrs.  Sul.  TT  A,  ha,  ha,  my  dear'Sifter,  let  me  embrac* 
XA  thee  j  now  we  are  Friends  indeed;  fori 

(hall  have  a  Secret  of  yours,  as  a  Pledge  for  mine - 

now  you’ll  be  good  for  fomething,  I  ftiall  have  you. 
converfable  in  the  Subjects  of  the  Sex. 

Dor.  But  do  you  think  that  I  am  fo  weak  as  to  fall  in- 
Love  with  a  Fellow  at  firft  fight  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pftiaw !  now  you  fpoil  all ;  why  Ihou’d  not 
we  be  as  free  in  our  Friendfhips  as  the  Men  ?  I  warrant 
you  the  Gentleman  has  got  to  his  Confident  already, has 
avow’d  his  Paihon,  toafted  your  Health,  call’d  you  ten 
thoufand  Angels,  has  run  over  your  Lips,  Eyes,  Neck, 
Shape,  Air,  and  every  thing,  in  a  Defcription  that  warnt? 
their  Mirth  to  a  fecond  Enjoyment. 

Dor.  Your  Hand,  Sifter,  I  a’nt  well. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So — ftie’s  Breeding  already — come,  Child, 

up  with  it — hem  a  little — fo - now  tell  me,  don’t  you 

like  the  Gentleman  that  we  faw  at  Church  juft  now  ? 

Dor.  The  Man’s  well  enough. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well  enough  !  Is  he  not  a  Demi-God,  a 
Narcijfus,  a  Star,  the  Man  i’  the  Moon  ? 

Dor.  O  Sifter,  I’m  extremely  ill. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Shall  I  fend  to  your  Mother,  Child,  for  a 
little  of  her  Cephalick  Plaifter  to  put  to  the  Soles  ofyour 
F eet  ?  or  (hall  I  fend  to  the  Gentleman  for  fomething  for- 

you  ? - Come,  unlace  your  Stays,  unbofome  your 

B,  4,  felf 
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felf — -the  Man  is  perfectly  a  pretty  Fellow,  I  faw  him 
when  he  fir  It  came  into  Church. 

Dor.  I  faw  him  too.  Siller,  and  with  an  Air  that 
lhcne,  methcught,  like  Rays  about  his  Perfon. 

Airs.  Sul.  Well  faid,  up  with  it. 

Dor.  No  forward  Coquet  Behaviour,  no  Airs  to  fet 
him  cSr,  no  ftudied  Looks,  nor  artful  Poilure,— —  but 
Nature  did  it  all - 

Mrs..  Sul.  Better  and  better - one  Touch  more - 

come - 

Dor.  But  then  his  Looks — did  you  obferve  hirEyesi 

Mrs.  Sul.  Yes,  yes,  I  did - his  Eyes,  well,  what 

of  his  Eyes  ? 

Dor.  Sprightly,  but  not  wandring ;  they  feem’d  to 

view,  but  never  gaz’d  on  any  tiling  but  me: - and 

then  his  Looks  fo  humble  were,  and  yet  fo  noble,  that 
they  aim’d  to  tell  me  that  he  cou’d  with  Pride  die  at  my 
Feet,  tho'  he  fcorn’d  Slavery  any  where  elfe. 

Airs.  Sul.  The  Phyiick  works  purely - How  d’ye 

f.nd  your  felf  now,  my  Dear  ? 

Dor.  Hem  !  ALuch  better,  my  Dear — O,  here  comes 
our  Mercury!  JLnter  Scrub J  Well,  Scrub,  what  News 
o.  t  :e  Gentleman  ? 

Scrub.  Aladam,  I  have  brought  you  a  whole  Pacquet 
of  News. 

Dor.  Open  it  quickly,  come. 

Scrub.  In  the  hrlt  place  I  enquir’d  who  the  Gentleman 
was  ?  T hey  told  me  he  was  a  Stranger.  Secondly,  I  afk’d 
what  the  Gentlt  man  was  ?  T hey  anhver’d  and  laid, That 
they  never  faw  him  before.  Thirdly,  I  enquir’d  what 
Countryman  he  was  r  They  replied,  ’twas  more  than 
they  knew.  Fourthly,  I  demanded  whence  he  came? 
Their  Amwer  was,  they  cou’d  not  tell.  And  Fifthly,! 

a  whither  he  went  ?  And  they  replied,  they  knew 
nothing  of  the  Matter. — And  this  is  all  I  cou’d  learn. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  what  do  the  People  fay?  Can’t  they 
guefs  ?. 

,V -mb.  Why,  fome  think  he’s  a  Spy,  fome  guefs  he’s  v 
a  Mountebank,  fome  fay  one  thing,  fome  another;  but 
lor  my  own  part,  I  believe  he’s  a  Jefuit. 


Dor 
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Dor .  A  yefuit  !  Why  a  Jefuit  ? 

Scrub.  Becaufe  he  keeps  his  Horfes  always  ready  fad- 
died,  and  his  F ootman  talks  French. 

Mrs.  Sul.  His  Footman  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,w  he  and  the  Count’s  Footman  were  gab- 
bering  French  like  two  intriguing  Ducks  in  a  Mill¬ 
pond;  and  I  believe  they  talk’d  of  me,  for  they 
laugh’d  confumedly. 

Dor.  What  fort  of  Livery  has  the  Footman  ? 

Scrub.  Livery!  Lord,  Madam,  I  took  him  fora  Cap- 
tain, he’s  fo  bedizen’d  with  Lace,  and  then  he  has  Tops 
to  his  Shoes,  up  to  his  mid- Leg,  a  Silver-headed  Cane 

dangling  at  his  Knuckles - he  carries  his  Hands  in  his 

Pockets,  and  walks  juft  {o—\_Walks  in  a  French  Air . ] 

and  has  a  fine  long  Perriwig  tied  up  in  a  Bag - ■*- 

Lord,  Madam,  he’s  clear  another  fort  of  a  Man  than  I. 

Mrs.  Sul.  That  may  eafily  be - but  what  lhall  we 

do  now.  Sifter? 

Dor.  I  have  it  -  -This  Fellow  has  a  World  of 
Simplicity,  and  fome  Cunning ;  the  firft  hides  the  latter 
by  abundance - Scrub  ! 

Scrub.  Madam. 

Dor.  We  have  a  great  mind  to  know  who  this  Gen¬ 
tleman  is,  only  for  our  Satisfaction. 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  it  wou’d  be  a  Satisfaction,  no 

doubt. 

Dor.  You  muft  go  and  get  acquainted  with  his  Foot¬ 
man,  and  invite  him  hither  to  drink  a  Bottle  of  your 
Ale;  becaufe  you’re  Butler  to-day. 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  Butler  every  Sunday. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  brave  Sifter !  o’  my  Confcience,  you 

underhand  the  Mathematicks  already : - ’Tis  the  belt 

Plot  in  the  World  ;  your  Mother,  you  know,  will  be 
gone  to  Church,  my  Spoufe  will  be  got  to  the  Ale-- 
houfe  with  his  Scoundrels,  and  theKeufe  will  be  our 
own - fo  we  drop  in  by  accident,  and  afk' the  Fel¬ 

low  fome  Queftions  our  felves.  In  the  Country,  you 
know,  any  Stranger  is  Company,  and  we’re  glad  to 
take  up  with  the  Butler  in  a  Country-Dance,  and  hap¬ 
py,  if  he’ll  do  us  the  Favour, 

B  5  Scrub , 
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Scrub.  Oh!  Madam,  you  wrong  me ;  I  never  refus’d 
your  Ladyffiip  the  Favour  in  my  Life. 

E titer  Gipfy. 

Gip.  Ladies,  Dinner’s  upon  Table. 

Dor.  Scrub,  we’ll  excufe  your  Waiting  ■  Go 
where  we  order’d  you. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Inn , 

Enter  Aimwell  and  Archer. 

Arch.  Well,  Tom,  I  find  you’re  a  Markfman. 

Aim.  A  Markfman  !  who  fo  blind  cou’d  be,  as  not 
difcern  a  Swan  among  the  Ravens ! 

Arch.  Well  but  heark’e,  Aimwell. 

Aim.  Aimwell !  call  me  Oroondates,  Cefario,  Amadis,. 
all  that  Romance  can  in  a  Lover  paint,  and  then  I’ll  an- 
fwer.  O  Archer,  I  read  her  Thoufands  in  her  Looks  j, 
fne  look’d  like  Ceres  in  her  Harveft  ;  Corn,  Wine  and 
Oil,  Milk  and  Honey,  Gardens,  Groves,  and  purling 
Streams,  play’d  on  her  plenteous  Face. 

Arch.  Her  Face!  her  Pocket,  you  mean ;  the  Corn, 
Wine,  and  Oil,  lies  there.  In  ffiort,  Ihe  has  ten  thou¬ 
sand  Pound,  that’s  the  Englijh  on’L 

Aim.  Her  Eyes - 

Arch.  Are  Demi-Cannons,  to  be  fure ;  fo  I  v/on’t 
Sand  their  Battery.  [Going. 

Aim.  Pray  excufe  me,  my  Paffion  mull  have  Vent. 

Arch.  Paffion  !  what  a  plague,  d’ye  think  thefe  Ro- 
jnantick  Airs  will  do  our  Bufinefs?  Were  my  Temper 
as  extravagant  as  yours,  my  Adventures  have  femething 
3jjore  Somantick  by  half. 

Aim-.  Your  Adventures ! 

Arch..  Yes. 

*Tbe  Nymph ,  that  with  her  twice  ten  hundred  Pounds r 

With  brazen  Engine  hot,  and  S>uoif  clear  f arch'd. 

Cm  f re  the  Quejlin  warming  of  the  Bed' 
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There’s  a  Touch  of  fublime  Milton  for  you,  and  the 
Subject  but  an  Inn-kerper’s  Daughter:  I  can  play  with 
a- Girl  as  an  Angler  does  with  his  Fifh  ;  he  keeps  it  at 
the  End  of  his  Line,  runs  it  up  the  Stream,  and  down 
the  Stream,  till  at  laft,  he  brings  it  to  hand,  tickles  the 
Trout,  and  fo  whips  it  into  his  Bafket. 

Enter  Boniface. 

Bon.  Mr.  Martin ,  as  the  Saying  is - yonder’s  am 

honeft  Fellow  below,  my  Lady  Bountiful’s  Butler,  who 
begs  the  Honour  that  you  wou’d  go  home  with  him 
and  fee  his  Cellar. 

Arch.  Do  my  BaJJemains  to  the  Gentleman,  and  tell, 
him  I  will  do  my  felf  the  Honour  to  wait  on  him  im¬ 
mediately,  as  the  Saying  isj 

Bon.  I  lhall  do  your  Worfhip’s  Commands,  as  the 
Saying  is.  [Exit  banning  obfequioufy. 

Aim.  What  do  I  hear?  foft  Orpheus  play,  and  fair 
\ Toftida  ling? 

Arch.  Pihaw !  damn  your  Raptures;  I  tell  you  here’s 
a  Pump  going  to  be  put  into  the  Veffel,  and  the  Ship 
will  get  into  Harbour,  my  Life  on’t.  You  fay,  there’s 
another  Lady  very  handfome  there. 

Aim.  Yes  Faith. 

Arch.  Litvin  Love  with  her  already. 

Aim.  Can’t  you  give  me  a  Bill  upon  Cherry  in  the* 
mean  time  ? 

Arch.  No,  no,  Friend ;  all  her  Corn,  Wine,  and  Oil, 

is  ingrofs’d  to  my  Market. - And  once  more  I  warn 

you,  to  keep  your  Anchorage  clear  of  mine  j  for  if  you 
fall  foul  on  me,  by  this  Light,  you  lhall  go  to  the  bot¬ 
tom.— —————What  !  make  Prize  of  my  little  Frigate,- 

while  I  am  upon  the  Gruife  for  you !  [Exit: 

Enter  Boniface. 

Aim.  Well,  well,  I  won’t.- — Landlord,  have  you 
any  tolerable  Company  in  the  Houfe  ?  I  don’t  care  for 
dining  alone. 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  there’s  a  Captain  below,  as  the  Saying; 
is,  that  arriv'd  about  an  Hsw  ago. 
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Aim.  Gentlemen  of  his  Coat  are  welcome  every 
where  :  Will  you  make  him  a  Compliment  from  me, 
and  tell  him  I  ihou’d  be  glad  of  his  Company  ? 

Bon.  Who  fhall  I  tell  him.  Sir,  wou’d — - . 

Aim.  Ha  !  that  Stroak  was  well  thrown  in 
I’m  only  a  Traveller,  like  himfelf,  and  wou’d  be  glad" 
of  his  Company  ;  that’s  all. 

Bon.  I  obey  your  Commands,  as  the  Saying  is.  [Exit, 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  ’Sdeath  !  I  had’ forgot:  What  Title  will  you 
give  your  felf?. 

Aim.  My  Brother’s,  to  be  fure ;  he  wou’d  never  give, 
me  any  thing  elfe,  fo  I’ll  make  bold  with  his  Honour 
this  bout. - You  know  the  reft  of  your  Cue. 

Arcfr.  Ay,  ay.  [Exit, 

Enter  Gibbet. 

Gil.  Sir,  I’m  yours. 

Aim.  ’Tis  more  than  I  deferve.  Sir,  for  I  don’t  know 
you. 

Gib.  I  don’t  wonder  at  that,  Sir,  for  you  never  faw 
me  before - 1  hope.  [Afide. 

Arch.  And  pray,  Sir,  how  came  I  by  the  Honour  of 
feeing  you  now  ?  - 

Gib.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  intrude  upon  any  Gentleman — 
but  my  Landlord - 

Aim.  O,  Sir,  I  afk  your  Pardon ;  you’re  the  Cap=> 
tain  he  told  me  of. 

"  Gib.  At  your  Service,  Sir. 

Aim.  What  Regiment  ?  may  I  be  fo  bold  ? 

Gib.  A  marching  Regiment,  Sir,  an  old  Corps. 

Aim.  Very  old,  if  your  Coat  be  Regimental.  [Ajidei, 
You  have  ferv’d  abroad.  Sir  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  in  the  Plantations ;  ’twas  my  Lot  to  be 
fent  into  the  worft  Service ;  I  wou’d  have  quitted  it 

indeed,  but  a  Man  of  Honour,  you  know? - Befides, 

’twas  for  the  good  of  my  Country  that  I  ftiou’d  be  a- 

broad  : - —Any  thing  for  the  good  of  one’s  Country  : 

.  . -I’ m  a .Roman  for  that. 
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Aim.  Oneof  the  firfl,  I’ll  lay  my  Life.  [Afide.]  You 
found  the  Weft- Indies  very  hot.  Sir. 

Gib.  Ay,  Sir,  too  hot  for  me. 

Aim.  Pray,  Sir,  ha’n’t  I  feea  your  Face  at  Willis 
Coffee-houfe  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  and  at  White's  too. 

Aim.  And  where  is  your  Company  now.  Captain.?' 

Gib.  They  a’n’i  come  yet. 

Aim.  Why,  dTye  expedl  ’em  here  ?" 

Gib.  They’ll  be  here  to-night,  Sir. 

Aim.  Which  way  do  they  march  ? 

Gib.  A-crofs  the  Country. - The  Devil’s  in’ t,  if  I 

ha’n’t  faid  enough  to  encourage  him  to  declare - but 

I’m  afraid  he’s  not  right ;  I  mult  tack  about.  [Afide. 

Aim.  Is  your  Company  to  quarter  at  Litchfield  ? 

Gib.  In  this  Houfe,  Sir. 

Aim.  What!  all?  - 

Gib.  My  Company’s  but  thin,  ha,  ha,  ha ;  we  are 
but  three,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Aim.  You’re  merry,  Sir. 

Gib.  Ay,  Sir,  you  muft  excufe  me.  Sir,  I  underftand7 
the  World,  efpecially  the  Art  of  Travelling :  I  don’t 
care,  Sir,  for  anfwering  Queflions  direftly  upon  the  Road 
—  for  I  generally  ride  with  a  Charge  about  me. 

Aim.  Three  or  four,  I  believe.  Afide'. 

Gib.  I  am  credibly  inform’d  that  there  are  Highway¬ 
men  upon  this  Quarter ;  not.  Sir,  that  I  cou’d  fufpedt  a 
Gentleman  of  your  Figure — -But  truly.  Sir,  I  have 
gotfueh  a  way  of  Evafion  upon  the  Road,  that  I  don’t’ 
care  for  fpeaking  Truth  to  any  Man. 

Aim.  Your  Caution  may  be  neceffary - Then  I 

prefume  you’re  no  .Captain . 

Gib.  Not  I,  Sir Captain  is  a  good  travelling  Name, 
and  fo  I  take  it ;  it  flops  a  great  many  foolilh'Enquiries 
that  are  generally  made  about  Gentlemen  that  travel  j  it 
gives  a  Man  an  Air  of  fomething,  and  makes  the  Draw¬ 
ers  obedient. - And  thus  far  I’m  a  Captain,  and  no 

farther. 

Aim.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  true  Profeffion  f 


3  6  The  Be  a  ux  Strata  gem.. 

Gib.  O,  Sir,  you  mull  excufe  me - —upon  my 

Word,  Sir,.  I  don’t  think  it  fafe  to  tell  ye.. 

Aim.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  upon  my  word,  I  commend  you. 

Enter  Boniface. 

Well,  Mr.  Boniface ,  what’s  the  News  ?' 

Bon.  There’s  another  Gentleman  below, as  the  Saying 
as,  that  hearing  you  were  but  two,  wouTd  be  glad  to 
make  a  third  Man,  if  you  wou’d  give  him  leave. 

Aim.  What  is  he? 

j Bon.  A  Clergyman,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  A  Clergyman !  is  he  really  a  Clergyman  ?  or,  is 
at  only  his  travelling  Name,  as  my  Friend  the  Captain 
has  it  ? 

Bon.  O,  Sir,  he’s  a  Prieft,  and  Chaplain  to  the  French 
©fficers  in  Town. 

Aim.  Is  he  ^Frenchman? 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  born  at  Brujfels* 

Gib.  A  Frenchman ,  and  a  Prieft !  I  won’t  be  feen  in  his 
Company,  Sir;  I  have  a  value  for  my  Reputation,  Sir. 

Aim.  Nay,  but  Captain,  fince  we  are  by  our  felves 
- - Can  he  fpeak  Englijh,  Landlord  ? 

Bon.  Very  well,  Sir ;  you  may  know  him,  as  the  Say¬ 
ing  is,  to  be  a  Foreigner  by  his  Accent,  and  that’s  all. 

Aim.  Then  he  has  been  in  England,  before  ? 

Bon .  Never,  Sir;  but  he’s  a  Mailer  of  Languages,  as 
the  Saying  is ;  he  talks  Latin ,  it  does  me  good  to  hear 
him  talk  Latin . 

Aim.  Then  you  underhand  Latin,  Mr.  Boniface? 

Bon.  Not  I,  Sir,  as  the  Saying  is ;  but  he  talks  it  fo 
very  fall,  that  I’m  fure  it  muft  be  good. 

Aim.  Pray,  delire  him  to  walk  up. 

Bon.  Here  he  is,  as  the  Saying  is,  . 

Enter  Foigard. 

Toig.  Saave  you.  Gentlemens  bote. 

Aim.  A  Frenchman  !  Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant, 

Joig.  Och,  dear  Joy,  I  am  your  moil  faiahful  Sher- 
vant,  and  yours  aliho. 
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Gib.  Do&or,  you  talk  very  good  Ehglijh,  but  you 
iave  a  mighty  Twang  of  the  Foreigner. 

Foig.  My  Englijh  is  very  well  for  the  vords,  but  we 
foreigners,  you  know,  cannot  bring  our  Tongues  about 
he  Pronunciation  fo  foon. 

Aim.  A  Foreigner!  a  downright  Teague,  by  this 
Light,  \^Afide.\  Were  you  born  in  France,  Doctor  ? 

Foig.  I  was  educated  in  France,  but  I  was  borned  at 
Iruffels :  I  am  a  Subject  of  the  King  of  Spain,  Joy. 

Gib.  What  King  of  Spain,  Sir?  fpeak. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  Joy,  I  cannot  tell  you  as  yet. 

Aim.  Nay,  Captain,  that  was  too  hard  upon  the 
Doftor,  he’s  a  Stranger. 

Foig.  O  let  him  alone,  dear  Joy,  I  am  of  a  Nation 
hat  is  not  eafily  put  out  of  Countenance. 

Aim.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  end  the  Difpute— — 
lere,  Landlord,  is  Dinner  ready  ? 

Eon.  Upon  the  Table,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  Gentlemen - pray - that  Door— • 

Foig.  No,  no,  fait,  the  Captain  muft  lead. 

Aim.  No,  Doctor,  the  Chuch  is  our  Guide. 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  is— 

[Exit  foremojl) .  they  follow. 
Scene  changes  to  a  Gallery  in  Lady  Bountiful’}  Houfe. 

inter  A  rcher  and  Scrub  finging,  and  hugging  one  another ; 

Scrub  with  a  Tankard  in  his  Hand,  Gipfey  lifning  at 

a  dijianee. 

Scrub.  Talk  all,  Dali - Come,  my  dear  Boy— 

et  us  have  that  Song  once  more. 

Arcb.  No,  no,,  we  fhalldifturb  the  Family :  But  will 
ou  be  fore  to  keep  the  Secret  ? 

Scrub.  Pho  !  upon  my  Honour,  as  I’m  a  Gentleman. 

Arch.  ’Tis  enough - You  muft  know  then,  that  my 

Rafter  is  the  Lord  Vifcount  Aimwell ;  he  fought  a  Duel 
other  Day  in  London,  wounded  his  Man  fo  dangeroufly, 
hat  he  thinks  fit  to  withdraw  till  he  hear  whether  the 
katlemau’s  Wounds  be  mortal.,  or  not :  He  never  was 

in* 
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in  this  part  of  England  before,  fo  he  ehofe  to  retire  to 
this  Place,  that’s  all. 

Gip.  And  that’s  enough  for  me.  [Exit. 

Scrub.  And  where  were  you  when  your  Maker  fought  ? 

Arch.  We  never  know  of  our  Makers  Quarrels. 

Scrub.  No!  if  ourMafters  in  the  Country  here  receive 
a  Challenge,  the  firft  thing  they  do  is  to  tell  their  Wives ; 
the  Wife  tells  the  Servants,  the  Servants  alarm  the  Te¬ 
nants,  and  in  half  an  Hour,  you  fhall  have  the  whole 
Country  up  in  Arms. 

Arch .  T o  hinder  two  Men  from  doing  whatthey  have 

no  mind  for - But  if  you  {hould  chance  to  talk  now 

of  this  Bufmefs  ? 

Scrub.  Talk!  ah,  Sir,  had  I  not  learn’d  the  knack  of 
holding  my  tongue,  I  had  never  liv’d  fo  long  in  a  great 
Family. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay,  to  be  fure,  there  are  Secrets  in  all 
Families. 

Scrub.  Secrets,  O  Lud! - but  I’ll  fay  no  more— — 

Come  fit  down,  weTl  make  an  end  of  our  Tankard  : 
Here - 

Arch.  With  all  my  Heart;  who  knows  but  you  and 

I  may  come  to  be  better  acquainted,  eh - Here’s  your 

Ladies  Health  ;  you  have  three,  I  think,  and  to  be  i'ure 
there  mull  be  Secrets  among  ’em. 

Scrub.  Secrets!  Ah!  Friend,  Friend,  Ivvilhlhada 
Friend-- 

Arch .  Am  not  I  your  Friend  ?  Come,  you  and  Ij 
will  be  fworn  Brothers. 

Scrub.  Shall  we  ? 

Arch.  From  this  Minute— ——-Give  me  a  Kifs— « 
And  now  Brother  Scrub- 

Scrub.  And  now  Brother  Martin,  Twill  tell  you  a- 

Secret  that  will  make  your  Hair  Hand  an  end - You 

muft  know,  that  I  am  confumedly  in  Love. 

Arch .  That’s  a  terrible  Secret,  that’s  the  truth  on’t.  jj 

Scrub.  That  Jade,  Gipfey,  that  was  with  us  juft  new 
in  the  Cellar,  is  the  arranteft  Whore  that  ever  wore  » 
Petticoat  I’m  dying  for  Love  of  her. 
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Arch.  Hh,  ha,  ha - Are  you  in  love  with  her 

Perfon,  or  her  Virtue,  Brother  Scrub! 

Scrub.  I  fhould  like  Virtue  bell,  becaufe  it  is  mor.e 
durable  than  Beauty  ;  for  Virtue  holds  good  with  fome 
Women  long,  and  many  a  Day  after  they  have  loft  it. 

Arch.  Ia  the  Country,  I  grant  ye,  where  no  Wo¬ 
man’s  Virtue  is  loft,  till  a  Ballard  be  found. 

Scrub.  Ay,  couldl  bring  her  to  a  Ballard,  Ifhou’d  have 
her  all  to  my  felf ;  but  I  dare  not  put  it  upon  thatLay, for 

fear  of  being  fent  for  a  Soldier - Pray,  Brother  how  do 

you  Gentlemen  in  London  like  that  fame  Preffing  Aft  ? 

Arch.  Very  ill,  Brother  Scrub ; — ’Tis  the  worft  that 

ever  was  made  for  us : - Formerly  I  remember  the 

good  Days  when  we  cou’ddun  our  Mailers  for  our  Wages; 
and  if  they  refus'd  to  pay  us,  we  cou’d  have  a  Warrant 
to  carry  ’em  before  a  Juft  ice ;  but  now  if  we  talk  of  eat¬ 
ing,  they  have  a  Warrant  for  us,  and  carry  us  before 
three  Juftices. 

Scrub.  And  to  be  fure  we  go  if  we  talk  of  eating:  for 
the  Juftices  won’t  give  their  own  Servants  a  bad  Exam¬ 
ple.  Now  this  is  my  Misfortune — I  dare  not  fpeak  in 
the  Houfe  while  that  Jade,  Gipfey,  dings  about  like  a 
Fury - Once  I  had  the  better  end  of  the  Staff. 

Arch.  And  how  comes  the  Change  now? 

Scrub.  Why  the  Mother  of  all  this  Mifchief  is  a  Prieft-, 

Arch.  A  Prieft  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  a  damn’d  Son  of  a  Whore  of  Babylon,  that 
tame  over  hither  to  fay  Grace  to  the  French  Officers  and 

tat  up  our  Provifions - There’s  not  a  Day  goes 

)ver  his  Head  without  a  Dinner  or  Supper  in  this  Houfe. 

Arch.  How  came  he  fo  familiar  in  the  Family? 

Scrub.  Becaufe  he  fpeaks  Fnglijh  as  if  he  had  liv’d  here 
ill  his  Life,  and  tells  Lyes  as  if  he  had  been  a  T  raveller 
rom  his  Cradle. 

Arch.  And  this  Prieft,  I’m  afraid,  has  converted  the 
Affeftions  of  your  Gipfey. 

§'cr::b.  Converted!  ay,  and  perverted,  my  dear  Friend 

- For,  I’m  afraid,  he  has  made  her  a  Whore  and  a 

ffipift — But  this  is  not  all ;  there’s  the  French  Count  and 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sullen,  they’re  in  the  Confederacy,  and  far  Tome 
private  Ends  of  their  own  too,  to  be  fure. 

Arch.  A  very  hopeful  Family  yours,  Brother  Serai  j- 
I  fuppofe  the  Maiden  Lady  has  her  Lover  too. 

Scrub.  Not  that  I  know — She’s  the  bell  on  'em,  that’s 
the  truth  on’t :  But  they  take  care  to  prevent  my  Curio- 
fity,  by  giving  me  fo  much  Bufinefs,  that  I’m  a  penfeft 
Slave — What  do  you  think  is  my  Place  in  this  F  amily  ?■ 

Arch.  Butler,  I  fuppofe. 

Scrub.  A-h,  Lord  help  you . I’ll  tell  you - Of  a 

Monday  I  drive  the  Coach, of  a  Tuefday  I  drive  thePlough, 
on  Wednefday  I  follow  the  Hounds,  a  Thurfday  I  dun. 
the  T enants,  on  Triday  go  to  Market,  on  Saturday  I 
draw  Warrants,  and  a  Sunday  draw  Beer. 

Arch.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  If  Variety  beaPleafure  in  Life, 

you  have  enough  on’t,  my  dear  Brother—- - But  what 

Ladies  are  thofe  ? 

Scrub.  Ours,  ours;  that  upon  the  right  Hand  is  Mrs. 
Sullen,  the  other  is  Mrs.  Dorinda  •  Don’t  mind  ’em, 
fit  Hilly  Man  — — — — — 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  have  heard  my  Brother  talk  of  my  Lord 
Aimwell,  but  they  fay.  that  his  Brother  is  the  finer  Gen¬ 
tleman. 

Dor.  That’s  impoffible,  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  He’s  vaftly  rich,  and  very  clbfe,  they  fay. 

Dor.  No  matter  for  that;  If!  can  creep  into  his  Heart, 
Fll  open  his  Breaft,  I  warrant  him :  I  have  heard  fay, 
that  People  may  be  guefs’d  at  by  the  Behaviour  of  their 
Servants,  I  could  wilh  we  might  talk  to  that  Fellow. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So  do  I ;  for  I  think  he’s  a  very  pretty  Fel¬ 
low:  Come  this  way,  I’ll  throw  a  Lure  for  hinypre- 
fently. 

[They  walk  a  turn  towards  the  oppofste fide  of  the  Stage. 
Mrs.  Sullen  drops  her  Fan,  Archer  runs,  takes  it  up, 
and  gives  it  her. 

Arch.  Corn,  Wine,  and  Oil  indeed - But,  I  think, 

the  Wife  has  the  greateft  Plenty  of  Flelh  and  Blood :  flu 

fhou’c 
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fh ou’d  be  my  Choice - Ay,  ay,  fay  you  fo — Madam 

•——Your  Lady  (hip’s  Fan. 

Mrs.  Sul.  OSir,  I  thank  you - What  a  handfome 

Bow  the  Fellow  made  ! 

Dor.  Bow  !  Why,  I  have  known  feveralFootmen  come 
down  from  London,  fet  up  here  for  Dancing-Mafters, 
and  carry  off  the  bell;  Fortunes  in  the  Country. 

Arch.  [AJide.\  That  Projedl,  for  aught  I  know,  had 

been  better  than  ours - Brother  Scrub,  why  don’t 

you  introduce  me  ? 

Scrub.  Ladies,  this  is  the  fi.  range  Gentleman’s  Servant, 
that  you  faw  at  Church  to-day ;  L  underftood  he  came 
from  London,  and  fo  I  invited  him  to  the  Cellar,  that  he 
might  (hew  me  the  neweft  Flourilh  in  whetting  my 
Knives.. 

Dor.  And  I  hope  you  haye  made  much  of  him? 

Arch.  O  yes,  Madam,  but  the  Strength  of  your  La- 
dy(hip’s  Liquor  is  a  little  too  potent  for  the  Conftitution 
of  your  humble  Servant. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  then  you  don’t  ufually  drink  Ale  ? 

Arch.  No,  Madam,  my  conllant  Drink  is  Tea,  ora 
little  Wine  and  Water;  ’tis  prefcrib’d  me  by  the  Phy- 
ficiansfor  a  Remedy  againft  the  Spleen. 

Scrub.  O  la!  O  la  ! — A  Footmanhave  the  Spleen.—- 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  thought  that  Diilemper  had  been  only 
proper  to  People  of  Quality. 

Arch.  Madam,  like  all  other  Fafhions  it  wears  out, 
and  fo  defcends  to  their  Servants ;  tho’  in  a  great  many 
of  us,  I  believe,  it  proceeds  from,  fome  melancholy" 
Particles  in  the  Blood,  oc.cafion’d  by  the  Stagnation  o£ 
Wages. 

Dor.  How  affedfcedly  the  Fellow  talks !  ■ - How 

long,  pray,  have  you  lerv’d  your  prefent  Maker  ? 

Arch.  Not  long;  my  Life  has  been, mallly  fpent  in, 
the  Service  of  the  Ladies. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  pray  which  Service  do  you  like  bed  ?' 

Arch.  Madam,  the  Ladies  pay  bed ;  the  Honour  of 
ferving  them  is  fufficient  Wages :  there  is  a  Charm  in. 
their  Looks  that  delivers  a  Pleafure  wifh  their  Com¬ 
mand?,  and  gives  our  Duty  the  Wings  of  Inclination, 

hits.. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  Thar  Flight  was  above  the  Pitch  of  a  Li¬ 
very;  and  Sir,  wou’d  not  you  be  fat: Ted  to  ferve  a 
Lad  y  again  ?_ 

Arch.  As  Groom  of  the  Chambers,  Madam,  but  net 
as  a  Footman. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  fcppore  you  ferv’d  as  Footman  before? 

Arch.  For  that  Reaion  F  would  not  ferae  in  that 
Pott  again;  for  my  Memory  is  too  weak  for  the  Lcad- 
ef  Meflages  that  the  Ladies  lay  upon  tiieir  Servants  in 
London:  My  Lady  Ho-oxTje,  the  lair  Miftrefs  I  ferv'd,- 
call’d  me  up  one  Morning;  android  me,  Martin,  go  to 
my  Lady  Allnig'tt  with  ray  humble  Service;  tell  her  I 
was  to  wait  on  her  Ladyfhip  yefterday,  and  left  word 
with  Mrs.  'Relccca,  that  the  Preliminaries  of  the  Affair 
ihe  knows  of,  are  ftopt  till  we  know  the  Concurrence 
of  the  Perfon  that  I  know’  cf,  for  which  there  are 
Circumfxances  wanting,  which  we  fhall  accommodate 
at  the  old  Place;  but  that  in  the  meantime  there  is  a 
Perlon  about  her  Ladylhip,  that  from  feveral  Flints  and ' 
Surmifes,  was  acceifary  at  a  certain  time  to  the  Difap- 
pointments  that  naturally  attend  things,  that  to  her 
Knowledge  are  of  more  Importance' 

Mrs.  Sul.  (  TT  , 

J  I— I  n  h«i  trrhpiss  r»rvn 


|  Ha,  ha,  where  are  you  going.  Sir  ? 


Dor 

Arch.  Why,  I  ha’n’t  half  done - The  whole 

Howd’ye  was  about  half  an  Hour  long;  fo  happen'd 
ro  mifplace  two  Syllables,  and  was  turn’d  off,  and  ren¬ 
der’d  incapable. 

Dor.  The  plealanteft  Fellow,  Sifter,  leverfaw.— 

But,  Friend,  if  your  Maker  be  married, - 1  prefume 

you  full  fervea  Lady. 

Arch.  No,  Madam,  I  take  care  never  to  come  into 
a  married  Family;  the  Commands  of  the  Matter  ani 
Miifrefs  are  always  fo  contrary,  that  ’tis  impoilible  to 
pleafe  both. 

Dor.  There’s  a  main  Point  gain’d. - My  Lord  is 

act  married,  I  find.  \Afide. 

Mrs,  Sul.  But  I  wonder.  Friend,  that  in  fo  many  good 
Services,  you  had  not  a  better  Proviiion  made  for  you. 


Arch. 
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Arch.  I  don’t  know  how.  Madam - 1  had  a  Lieute¬ 

nancy  offer’d  me  three  or  four  times ;  but  that  is  not 

Bread,  Madam - 1  live  much  better  as  I  do. 

Scrub.  Madam,  he  fings  rarely - 1  was  thought  to 

do  pretty  well  here  in  the  Country  till  he  came;  but 
.alack-a-day,  I’m  nothing  to  my  Brother  Martin. 

Dor.  Does  he?  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  oblige  us  with 
.a  Song? 

Arch.  Are  you  for  Paffion  or  Humour? 

Scrub.  Ola!  He  has  the  pureft  Ballad  about  a  Trifle. 
Mrs.  Sul.  A  Trifle!  Pray,  Sir,  let’s  have  it. 

Arch.  I’m  afham’d  to  offer  you  a  Trifle,  Madam: 

But  flnce  you  command  me - 

[Sings  to  the  Tune  of  Sir  Simon  the  King. 

A  Trifling  Song  you  Jhall  hear , 

Begun  with  a  Trifle  and  ended,  &c. 

Mrs.  Sul,  Very  well.  Sir,  we  are  oblig’d  to  you— . 
Something  for  a  Pair  of  Gloves. 

[ Offering  him  Money. 
Arch.  I  humbly  beg  leave  to  be  excufed  :  My  Mailer, 
Madam,  pays  me ;  nor  dare  1  take  Money  from  any  o- 
rther  Hands,  ^without  injuring  his  Honour,  and  difo- 
beying  his  Commands.  [ Exit . 

Dor.  This  is  furprizing:  Did  you  ever  fee  fo  pretty 
a  well-bred  Fellow  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Devil  take  him  for  wearing  that  Li¬ 
very. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  Sifter,  he  may  be  fome  Gentleman,  a 
Friend  of  my  Lord’s,  that  his  Lordfhip  has  pitch’d  up- 
.on  for  his  Courage,  Fidelity,  and  Ditcretion,  to  bear 
him  Company  in  this  Drels,  and  who  ten  to  one  was 
his  Second. 

Mrs.  Sul.  It  is  fo,  it  mull  be  fo,  and  it  fhall  be  fo — 
For  I  like  him. 

Dor.  What !  better  than  the  Count  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Count  happen’d  to  be  the  mod  agree¬ 
able  Man  upon  the  Place:  and  fo  I  chofe  him  to  ferve 

me 
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me  in  my  Defign  upon  my  Hufband - But  I  ftion’d 

dike  this  Fellow  better  in  a  Defign  upon  my  felf. 

Dor.  But  now.  Sifter,  for  an  Interview  with  this 
Lord,  and  this  -Gentleman-;  how  fnall  we  bring  that 
about  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Patience!  you  Country  Ladies  giveno  Quar¬ 
ter,  if  once  you  be  enter’d !  - Wou’d  you  prevent 

their  Defires,  .and  give  the  Fellows  no  wifhing  time— 
Look’e,  Dorinda,  if  my  Lord  Aimnnell  loves  you,  orde- 
ferves  you,  he’ll  find  a  Way  to  fee  you,  and  there  we 

mult  leave  it - My  Bufinefs  comes  now  upon  the 

’lapis - have  you  prepar’d  your  Brother  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes. 

Mrs  .Sul.  He  faid  little,  mumbled  fomething  to  him- 
-felf,  and  promis’d  to  be  guided  by  me :  But  here  h« 
comes—— 

Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  What  Singing  was  that  I  heard  juft  now? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Singing  in  your  Head,  my  Dear, 
you  complain’d  of  it  all  Day. 

Sul.  You’re  impertinent. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  was  ever  fo,  fince  I  became  one  Flefti 
with  you. 

Sul.  One  Flefti !  rather  two  Carcafles  join’d  unna¬ 
turally  together. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Or  rather  a  living  Soul  coupled  to  a  dead 
Body. 

Dor.  So,  this  is  fine  Encouragement  for  me ! 

Sul.  Yes,  my  Wife  fhews  you  what  you  muft  do ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  my  Hufband  fhews  you  what  you 
OTuft  fuffer. 

Sul.  ’Sdeath  why  can’t  you  be  ftlent  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  ’Sdeath  why  can’t  you  talk  ? 

■Sul.  Do  you  talk  to  any  purpofe  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Do  you  think  to  any  purpofe? 

Sul.  Sifter,  heark’e - [Whifpers I  fhan’t  be  home 

till  it  be  late. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  did  he  whifper  to  you  ? 

Dor.. 
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Dor.  That  he  would  go  round  the  back  way,  come 

ito  the  Clofet,  andliften  as  I  direfted  him - But  let 

Ve  beg  once  more,  dear  Sifter,  to  drop  this  Projeft ;  for, 
s  I  told  you  before,  inftead  of  awaking  him  to  Kind- 
efs,  you  may  provoke  him  to  Rage ;  and  then  who 
mows  how  far  his  Brutality  may  carry  him  ? 

Mrs.  5a/.  I’m  provided  to  receive  him,  I  warrant 
ou:  But  here  comes  the  Count ;  vanifh. 

[Exit  Dorinda. 

*  Enter  Count  Bellair. 

'lon'tyou  wonder,  Monfieur  le  Count,  that  I  was  not  cot 
ihurch  this  Afternoon  ? 

Count.  I  more  wonder ,  Madam,  that  you  go  dere  at 
'll,  or  how  you  dare  lift  thofe  Eyes  to  Heaven  that  are 
uilty  of  fo  much  killing. 

Mrs.  Sul.  If  Heaven,  Sir,  has  given  to  my  Eyes  the 
yower  of  killing,  with  the  Virtue  of  snaking  a  Cure,  1 
ope  the  one  may  atone  for  the  other . 

Count.  O  largely.  Madam,  woudyour  Ladyjhip  he  as 

eadyto  apply  the  Remedy,  as  to  give  the  Wound  ' . - 

jonfider.  Madam,  I  am  doubly  a  Prifoner ;  firft  to  the 
Irms  of  your  General,  then  to  your  more  conquering  Eyesi 
^y  firft  Chains  are  eafy ;  there  a  Ranfom  may  redeem  me  ; 
ut  from  your  Fetters  I  never  Jhall  get  free. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Alas,  Sir!  Why  Jhou'd  you  complain  to  me 
f your  Captivity,  who  am  in  Chains  myfelf?  You  know , 
ir,  that  I  am  bound,  nay,  muft  be  tied  up  in  that  Par- 
icular  that  might  give  you  Eafe  :  1  am  like  you,  a  Pri¬ 
mer  of  War - of  War  indeed - 1  have  given  my 

’ arole  of  Honour  ;  would  you  break  yours  to  gain  your 
liberty  ? 


*  This  Scene  printed  in  Italick,  with  the  entire  Part 
f  the  Count,  was  cut  out  by  the  Author,  after  the 
rft  Night’s  Reprefentation ;  and  where  he  fhou’d enter 
i  the  laft  Scene  of  the  fifth  Aft,  it  is  added  to  the  Part 
f  Faigard. 


Count. 
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Count.  Mofl  certainly  I  wou'd,  were  I  a  Prifoner  a 
■tnongthe  Turks;  dis  is  your  Cafe ,  you  re  a  Slaw,  Ma 
datn,  Slave  to  the  worft  of  Turks;  a  Hujband. 

Mm  Sul.  There  lies  my  Foible,  I confefs  ;  no  Fortifca 
Hons,  no  Courage,  Conduct,  nor  .Vigilancy,  can  pretend  t 
defend  a  Place,  where  the  Cruelty  of  the  Governour force 
■the  Gartfon  to  mutiny. 

Count.  And  where  de  Befeger  is  refold'd  to  die  lefor, 

ds  Place  - Here  will  1  fix  ;  [Kneels]  with  Tears 

Vows,  and  Prayers,  affault  your  Heart,  and  never  rij 

till  you  fur  render  ;  or  if  I  muft  form - Love  ani 

St.  Michael-  -  ■■■  —and  fo  I  begin  the  Attack - 

Mrs.  Sul.  Stand  off- - Sure  he  hears  me  not ; — - 

and  I  coud  almofl  wijh - he  did  not - The  Fel 

low  makes  Love  very  prettily.  [Afide.]  But,  Sir,  wb 
fhould you  put  fuch  a  Value  upon  my  Perfim,  when  yot 
fee  it  defpis'd  by  one  that  knows  it  fo  much  better  ? 

Count.  He  knows  it  not,  though  he  poffeffes  it  •,  if  he  bu, 
knew  the  Value  of  the  ff  evsel  he  is  Mafier  of,  hewotli 
always  wear  it  next  bis  Heart,  and  Jleep  with  it  in  hi. 
Arms. 

Mr s.. Sul.  But  ftnee  he  throws  me  unregarded  fron 
him . - 

Count.  And  one  that  knows  your  Value  well,  come 
4>y,  and  takes  you  up,  is  it  not  Jufiice  ? 

[Goes  to  lay  hold  of  hei 

Enter  Sullen  with  his  Swoid  drawn. 

Sul.  -Held,  Villain,  hold. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [Prefenting  a  Piftol.]  Do  you  hold. 

Sul.  What  !  Murther  your  Hujband,  to  defend  yot.  :. 
Bully  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Bully  !  For  fhame,  Mr.  Sullen,  Bullies  vseci. 
long  Swords,  the  Gentleman  has  none  j  he's  a  Prifone.  1 

you  know - 1  was  aware  of  your  Outrage,  and  prepar  1 

this  to  receive  your  Violence-,  and,  if  occafion  were,  1 
preferve  myfclf  againfi  the  Force  of  this  other  Gentl  ] 
man.  1 1 

Count.  O  Madam,  your  Eyes  be  better  Fire-arms  thn 
your  Pifiol »  they  never  tnifs. 
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Sul.  What!  court  my  Wife  to  my  Face! 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray  Mr.  Sullen,  put  up,  fufpend your  Fu- 
■y  for  a  Minute. 

Sul.  f ogive  time  to  invent  an  Excufe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  need  none. 

Sul.  No,  for  I  heard  every  Syllable  of  your  Difcourfe. 
Count.  Ah!  And  began,  Itink  de  Dialogue  xw as  v era 

pretty. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Then,  Ifuppofe,  Sir,  you  heard fomethingof 
four  own  Barbarity. 

Sul .  Barbarity  !  Oons,  what  does  the  Woman  tall  Bar¬ 
barity  ?  Do  I  ever  meddle  with  you  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No. 

Sul.  As  for  you.  Sir,  1  Jhall  take  another  time. 

Count.  Ah,  began,  fo  muf  /. 

Sul.  Look'e,  Madam,  don  t  think  that  my  Anger  pro¬ 
ceeds  from  any  Concern  I  have  for  your  Honour,  but  for. 
my  own ;  and  if  you  can  contrive  any  way  of  being  a 
Whore  without  making  me  a  Cuckold,  do  it  and  welcome. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir,  1  thank  you  kindly,  you  wou' d  allow  me 
the  Sin,  but  rob  me  of  the  Pleafure. - No,  no.  Pm  re¬ 

fold'd  never  to  venture  upon  the  Crime,  without  the  Sa- 
tisfaiiion  of feeing  you  punifh' d fort. 

Sul.  Fhen  will  you  grant  me  this,  my  Dear?  Let  any 
body  elfe  do  you  the  Favour  but  that  Frenchman,  for  l 
mortally  hate  his  whole  Generation.  [Exit. 

Count.  Ah,  Sir,  that  be  ungrateful ;  for  began.  Hove 

fome  of  yours:  Madam - 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  Sir——— 

Count.  No,  Sir! . Garzoou,  Madam,  lam  not 

your  Hujband. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Mistime  to  undeceive  you.  Sir; — I  believ'd 
your  Addreffes  to  me  were  no  more  than  an  Amufement , 
and  I  hope  you  will  think  the  fame  of  my  Complaifance  ; 
and  to  convince  you  that  you  ought,  you  muf  know , 
that  I  brought  you  hither  only  to  make  you  Inftrumental 
in  fetting  me  right  with  my  Hujband ;  for  he  was  plant¬ 
ed  to  liflen  by  my  Appointment. 

Count.  By  your  Appointment  ? 

Mrs,  Sul,  Certainly. 
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Count.  And  fo,  Madam,  while  Ivsas  telling  twenty 
Stories  to  fart  you  from  your  Hu  found,  began,  /  was 
bringing  you  together  all  the  while. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I ajk  your  Pardon,  Sir;  but  I  hope  this  will 
give  you  a  fafle  of  the  Virtue  cf  the  Englifn  Ladies. 

Count.  Begat-,  Madam,  your  Virtue  be  vera  great,  but 
Garxoon,  your  Honefie  be  vera  little. 

Enter  Dorinda. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Nay,  now  you're  angry,  Sir. 

Count.  Angry!  Fair  Dorinda,  [Sings  fair  Dorinda  the 
Opera  Tune,  andaddreiles  to  Dorinda.']  Madam,  when 
your  Lad.yfhip  wants  a  Fool,  find  for  me  :  Fair  Dorinda, 
Revenge,  &c.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Sul.  There  goes  the  true  Humour  cf  his  Nation > 
Refntment  with  good  Manners,  and  the  Height  cf  Anger 

in  a  Song - IF  ell,  Sigler,  you  mujl  be  Judge,  for  you 

have  heard  the  Trial 

Dor.  Ar.d  I  bring  in  my  Brother  guilty. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  I  mu  ft  bear  the  F  uni jh  me nt — ——'Tis 
hard,  Sifer. 

Dcr.  I  own  it — but  you  mufl  have  Patience. 

Mrs.  Sul.  P atier.ee!  The  Cant  of  Cuf  on: — Providence 

finds  no  Evil  without  a  Remedy - fhou  d  I  lie  groaning 

under  a  Yoak  I  can  Jhake  off,  I  were  accejfary  to  my  Ruin, 
and  my  Patience  were  r.o  better  than  Sclf-Murther. 

Dor.  But  how  can  you  Jhake  of  the  Yoke  ? - Your 

Divijtons  don't  come  within  the  Reach  of  the  Law,  for  a 
Divorce. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Lav:!  What  Law  can  fcarch  into  the  remote 
Ac  if s  of  Nature  ?  what  Evidence  can  prove  the  unac¬ 
countable  DifaffeBicns  of  Wedlock  ? - Can  a  Jury  fum 

up  the  cndlcfs  Aversions  that  are  rooted  in  our  Souls,  or 
can  a  Bench  give  Judgement  upon  Antipathies? 

Dor.  They  never  pretended,  Sifer ;  they  never  meddle, 
but  hi  cafe  cf  XJncle annefs. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Uncleamiefs !  O  Sifer!  Cafual  Violation  is  I 
a  tranfier.t  Injury ,  and  may  poff.bly  be  repair'd ;  but  can  j 
radical  Hatreds  be  ever  reconcil'd? — No,  no,  Sifer,  Na-  j 
titre  is  the  frfi  Lawgiver,  and  when  fhe  has  ft  ‘Tempers 

■eppofte, 
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oppofite,  not  all  the  Golden  Links  of  Wedlock,  nor  ho* 
Manacles  of  Law,  can  keep  'em  faji. 

Wedlock  we  own  ordain’d  by  Heaven’s  Decree, 

But  fuch  as  Heav’n  ordain’d  it  firft  to  be  ; 
Concurring  Tempers  in  the  Man  and  Wife, 

As  mutual  Helps  to  draw  the  Load  of  Life. 

View  all  the  Works  of  Providence  above. 

The  Stars  with  Harmony  and  Concord  move; 

View  all  the  Works  of  Providence  below,  “ft 

TheFiref,  the  Water,  Earth,  and  Air  we  know,  £ 
All  in  one  Plant  agree  to  make  it  grow.  V 

Muft  Man,  the  chiefeit  Work  of  Art  Divine, 

Be  doom’d  in  endlefs  Difcord  to  repine  ? 

No,  we  lhou’d  injure  Heav’n  by  that  Surmife; 
Omnipotence  is  juft,  were  Man  but  wife. 

The  END^fr^  Third  Act. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  continues. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Mr$.S«/.TT  7 ERE  I  born  an  humble  Turk,  where 
yy  Women  have  no  Soul  nor  Property 

there  I  mult  at  contented.- - -But  in  England '/* 

Country  whofe  Women  are  its  Glory,  muft  Women  be 
abus’d?  Where  Women  rule,  muft  Women  be  enflav’d  > 
Nay,  cheated  into  Slavery  ?  mock’d  by  a  Promife  of 

comfortable  Society  into  a  Wildernefs  of  Solitude  ? _ _ 

I  dare  not  keep  the  Thought  about  me. _ .O  !  here 

comes  fomething  to  divert  me- - 

Enter  a  Country  Woman. 

Won:.  I  come  a’n’t  pleafe  your  Ladvilip— — you’re 
my  Lady  Bountiful,  a’n’t  ye  ? 

G  2  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  Well,  good  Woman,  go  on. 

Won 7.  I  come  leventeen  long  Mail  to  have  a  Cure  for 
my  Hufband’s  fore  Leg. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Your  Hufband!  what.  Woman,  cure  your 
Hufband ! 

Worn.  Ay,  poor  Man,  for  his  fore  Leg  won’tlet  him 
ft'.r  from  home. 

Mrs.  Sul.  There,  I  confefs  you  have  given  me  a 
Reafon.  Well,  good  Woman,  I’ll  tell  you  what  you 

mud  do - You  mud  lay  your  Hufband’s  Leg  upon  a 

Table,  and  with  a  Chopping-knife  you  mult  lay  it 
open  as  broad  as  you  can,  then  you  mull  take  out  the 
Tone,  and  beat  theFiefh  foundly  with  a  Rolling-pin, 
then  take  Salt,  Pepper,  Cloves,  Mace,  and  Ginger,  fome 
Sweet-herbs,  and  ieafon  it  very  well;  then  roll  it  up 
like  Brawn,  and  put  it  into  the  Oven  for  tw  o  Hours. 

Worn.  Heaven  reward  your  Ladyfhip - 1  have  two 

little  Babies  too  that  are  piteous  bad  with  the  Graips, 
a’n’t  pleafe  ye. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Put  a  little  Pepper  and  Salt  in  their  Bellies, 
good  Woman.  [Enter  Lady  Bountiful.]  I  beg  your 
Lady  Blip’s  Pardon  for  taking  your  Bufmefs  out  of  your 
Hands,  I  have  been  a  tampering  here  a  little  with  one 
cf  your  Patients. 

L.  Boun.  Come,  good  Woman,  don’t  mind  this  mad 
Creature  ;  I  am  the  Perfon  that  you  want,  I  fuppole — 
Whatwou’d  you  have.  Woman  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  She  wants  fomething  for  her  Hufband’s  fore 


Leg. 

L.  Bount.  What’s  the  matter  with  his  Leg,  Goody  ? 

Worn.  It  come  firfc,  as  one  might  fay,  with  a  fort  .of 
Lizzinefs  in  his  Foot,  then  he  had  a  kind  of  Lazinefs 
in  his  Joints,  and  then  his  Leg  broke  out,  and  then  it 
fweii’d,  and  then  it  clos’d  again,  and  then  it  broke  out 
ata  n,  and  then  it  feiler’d,  and  then  it  grew  better, 
and  then-it  grew  worie  again. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

L.  Bount.  How  can  you  be  merry  with  the  Misfor¬ 
tunes  of  other  People  ? 


Mrs.  Sul. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  Becaufe  my  own  make  me  fad,  Madam. 

L.  Bount.  TheworltReafon  mthe  World,  Daughter; 
your  own  Misfortunes  fhou’cl  teach  you  to  pity  others. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  the  Woman’s  Misfortunes  and  mine  are 
nothing  alike  ;  her  Husband  is  fick,  and  mine,  alas !  is 
in  Health. 

L.  Bount.  What !  would  you  wifh  your  Husband  fick? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Not  of  a  fore  Leg,  ot  all  things. 

L.  Bount.  Well,  good  Woman,  go  to  the  Pantry,  get 
your  Belly  full  of  Victuals,  then  I’ll  give  you  a  Receipt 

of  Diet-drink  for  your  Husband. - -But  d’ye  hear. 

Goody,  you  mult  not  let  your  Husband  move  too  much. 

Worn.  No,  no,  Madam;  the  poor  Man’s  inclinable 
enough  to  lie  Hill.  [Exit. 

L.  Bount.  Well,  Daughter  Sullen,  tho’ you  laugh,  I 
have  done  Miracles  about  the  Country  here  with  my 
Receipts. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Miracles  indeed,  if  they  have  cur’d  any 
body ;  but,  I  believe.  Madam,  the  Patient’s  Faith  goes 
farther  toward  the  Miracle  than  your  Prefcription. 

L.  Bount.  Fancy  helps  in  feme  Cafes ;  but  there’s 
your  Husband,  who  has  as  little  Fancy  as  any  body,  I 
brought  him  from  Death’s  door. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  fuppofe.  Madam,  you  made  him  drink 
plentifully  of  Afs’s  Milk. 

Enter  Dorinda,  runs  to  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Dor.  News,  dear  Sifter,  News,  News!  A 

Enter  Archer,  running. 

Arch.  Where,  where  is  my  Lady  Bountiful?— 
Pray  which  is  the  old  Lady  of  you  three  ? 

L.  Bount.  I  am. 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  the  Fame  of  your  Ladyfhip’s  Cha¬ 
rity,  Gooanefs,  Benevolence,  Skill  and  Ability,  have 
drawn  me  hither  to  implore  your  Lady  (hip's  Help  in  be¬ 
half  of  my  unfortunate  Ivlafter,  who  is  this  Moment, 
breathing  his  laft. 

C  3  L.  E:unt. 
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L.  Bou/i.  Your  dialler!  Where  is  he? 

Arch.  At  your  Gate,  Madam,  drawn  by  the' Ap¬ 
pearance  of  your  handforne  Houfe  to  view  it  nearer,  and 
walking  up  the  Avenue  within  live  Paces  of  the  Court- 
Y ard,  he  was  taken  ill  of  a  fudden  with  a  fort  of  I 
know  not  what;  but  down  he  fell,  and  there  he  lies. 

L.  Bonn.  Here,  Scrub ,  C-ipfey,  all  run,  get  my  Eafy- 
Chair  down  Stairs,  put  the  Gentleman  in  it,  and  bring 
him  in  quickly,  quickly. 

A>-cb.  Heaven  will  reward  your  Lady  Hup  for  this 
charitable  Aft. 

L.  2} cun.  Is  your  Maker  us’d  to  thefe  Fits  ? 

Arch.  OYes,  Madam,  frequently  I  have  known 
him  have  five  or  fix  of  a  Night. 

L.  Bonn.  What’s  his  Name? 

Arch.  Lord,  Madam,  he’s  a  dying;  a  Minute’s  Care 
or  Negleft  may  fave  or  deftroy  his  Life. 

L.  Bjuu.  Ah,  poor  Gentleman !  Come,  Friend,  fhew 
me  the  way ;  I’ll  fee  him  brought  in  my  felf. 

[Exit  with  Archer. 

Dor.  O,  Sifter,  my  Heart  flutters  about  ftrangely;  I 
can  hardly  forbear  running  to  his  Aftiftance. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  I’ll  lay  my  Life  he  deferves  your  Af- 
fiftance  more  than  he  wants  it:  Did  not  I  tell  you  that 
my  Lord  wou’d  find  a  way  to  come  at  you  ?  Love’s 
his  Diftemper,  and  you  mail  be  the  Phyfician ;  put  on 
all  your  Charms,  fummon  all  your  Fire  into  your  Eyes, 
plant  the  whole  Artillery  of  your  Looks  againft  his 
Break,  and  down  with  him. 

Dor .  O,  Siller,  I’m  but  a  young  Gunner,  I  /hall  be 
afraid  to  fhoot,  for  fear  the  Piece  fhou’d  recoil,  and 
hurt  my  felf, 

Mrs.  Sul.  Never  fear;  you  fhall  fee  me  fhoot  before 
you,  if  you  will. 

Dor.  No,  no,  dear  Sifter,  you  have  mifs’dyour  Mark 
fo  unfortunately,  that  I  fhan’t  care  for  being  inlirufled 
fay  you. 


Enter 


The  Beaux  Stratagem.  53 

Enter  Aimwell  in  a  Chair,  carried  by  Archer  and  Scrub> 

Lady  Bountiful,  Gipfey.  Aimwell  counterfeiting  a 

Swoon . 

L.  Bonn.  Here,  here,  let’s  fee  the  Hartfhorn  Drops — • 
Gipfey,  a  Glafs  of  fair  Water,  his  Fit’s  very  ftrong- — => 
Blefs  me,  how  his  Hands  are  clinch’d ! 

Arch.  For  fhame,  Ladies,  what  d’ye  do  ?  why  don’t 

you  help  us? - Pray,  Madam,  [To  Porinda.]  take 

his  Hand,  and  open  it,  if  you  can,  whilit  I  hold  his 
Head.  [Porinda  takes  his  Rand. 

Dor.  Poor  Gentleman - Oh - he  has  got  my 

Hand  within  his,  and  fqueezes  it  unmercifully. - 

L.  Boun.  ’Tis  the  Violence  of  his  Convulfion,  Child. 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  he’s  perfectly  polTefs’d  in  thefe 
Cafes - he’ll  bite  you,  if  you  don’t  have  a  care. 

Dor .  Oh,  my  Hand  !  my  Hand ! 

L.  Boun.  What’s  the  matter  with  the  Foolilh  Girl?  I 
have  got  h  is  Hand  open,  you  fee,  with  a  great  deal  of 
Eafe. 

Arch.  Ay,  but.  Madam,  your  Daughter’s  Hand  is 
fomewhat  warmer  than  your  Ladyfliip’s,  and  the  Heat 
of  it  draws  £he  Force  of  the  Spirits  that  way. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  lind.  Friend,  you’re  very  learned  in  thefe 
fort  of  Fits. 

Arch.  ’Tis  no  wonder,  Madam,  for  I’m  often  trou¬ 
bled  with  them  my  felf;  I  find  my  felf  extremely  ill 
at  this  minute.  [Looking  hard  at  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [Afide. ]  I  fancy  I  coa’d  find  a  way  to  cure 

you. 

L.  Boun.  His  Fit  holds  him  very  long. 

Arch.  Longer  than  ufual,  Madam: - Pray,  young 

Lady,  open  his  Bread  and  give  him  Air. 

L.  Boun.  Where  did  his  lilnefs  take  him  fird,  pray  ? 

Arch.  To-day  at  Church,  Madam. 

L.  Boun.  In  what  manner  was  he  taken? 

Arch.  Very  (trangely,  my  Lady.  Fie  was  of  a  fudden 
touch’d  with  fomething  in  his  Eyes,  which  at  the  firft 
he  only  felt,  but  cou’d  not  tell  whether  ’twas  Pain  or 
Pleafure. 

C  + 
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L.  Biunt.  Wind,  nothing  but  Wind. 

'  Arch.  By  foft  Degrees  it  grew  and  mounted  to  his 
Brain,  there  his  Fancy  caught  it;  there  form'd  it  lo 
beautiful,  and  drefe’d  it  up  in  fuch  gay,  pleafing  Co¬ 
lours,  that  his  transported  Appetite  leiz’d  the  fair  Idea, 
and  ftraight  convey’d  it  to  his  Heart.  That  hofpitabfe 
Scat  of  Life  lent  all  its  Sanguine  Spirits  forth  to  meet  it, 
and  open’d  all  its  fluicy  Gaces  to  take  the  Stranger  in. 

L.  Bount.  Your  Mafter  fhou’d  never  go  without  a 

Bottle  to  fmell  to - Oh !  - he  recovers— — the 

Lavender-Water - home  Feathers  to  burn  under  his 

Nofe — —Hungary- water  to  rub  his  Temples - O, 

he  comes  to  himielf.  Hem  a  little.  Sir,  hem— — 
Gipfey,  bring  the  Cordial-Water. 

[Aim well  fcems  to  awake  in  amaze. 

Dor.  How  do  you  do,  Sir  ? 

Aim.  Where  am  I  ?  \RiJing. 

Sure  I  have  pafs’d  the  Gulph  of  Silent  Death, 

And  now  am  landed  on  the  Elyfian  Shore - - 

Behold  the  Goddefs  of  thofe  happy  Plains, 

Fair  Prefer  pi  »£— let  me  adore  thy  bright  Divinity. 

[ Kneels  to  Dorinda,  and  kijfcs  her  Hand. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So,  fo,  fo,  I  knew  where  the  Fit  would 
end. 

Aim.  Eurjdice,  perhaps——— 

How  could  thy  Orpheus  keep  his  Word, 

And  not  look  back  upon  thee  ? 

No  Treafure  but  thy  lelf  could  fure  have  brib’d  him 
To  look  one  Minute  off  thee. 

L.  Bount.  Delirious,  poor  Gentleman. 

Arch.  Very  delirious.  Madam,  very  delirious. 

Aim.  Martini  Voice,  I  think. 

Arch.  Yes,  my  Lord — How  does  your  Lordfhip? 

L.  Bount.  Lord!  did  you  mind  that,  Girls? 

Aim.  Where  am  I  ? 

Arch.  In  very  good  Hands,  Sir - You  were  taken 

juft  now  with  one  of  your  old  Fits,  under  the  Trees, 
juft  by  this  good  Lady’s  Houfe ;  her  Ladyfhip  had  you 
taken  in,  and  has  miraculoufty  brought  you  to  your  lelf, 
as  you  fee' 
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Aim.  I  am  fo  confounded  with  lhame,  Madam,  that 

I  can  now  only  beg  Pardon - 'And  refer  my 

Acknowledgement  for  your  Ladylhip’s  Care,  till  an  Op¬ 
portunity  offers  of  making  fome  amends - 1  dare  be 

no  longer  troublefome - Martin,  give  two  Guineas 

to  the  Servants. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  may  catch  cold  by  going  fo  foon  into 
the  Air;  you  don’t  look,  Sir,  as  if  you  were  perfectly 
recover'd. 

Here  Archer  talks  to  Lady  Bountiful  in  Ditmh-fbevj. 

Aim.  That  I  lhall  never  be.  Madam;  my  pretent  111- 
nefs  is  fo  rooted,  that  I  mult  expedt  to  carry  it  to  my 
Grave. 

M  i  s.  Sul.  Don’t  defpair,  Sir ;  I  have  known  feveral  in 
your  Diitemper  fliake  it  off  with  a  Fortnight’s  Phyfick. 

L.  Bount.  Come,  Sir,  your  Servant  has  been  telling 
me  that  you’re  apt  torelaple  if  you  go  into  the  Air— Your 

good  Manners  lhan’t  get  the  better  of  ours - You  lhall 

lit  down  again,  Sir; - Come,  Sir,  we  don’t  mind 

Ceremonies  in  the  Country - Here,  Sir,  my  Service 

t’ye - You  lhall  tatte  my  Water;  ’tis  a  Cordial, I  can 

affure  you,  and  of  my  own  making — Drink  it  off.  Sir: 
[Aimwell  drinks  ']  And  how  d’ye  find  your  felf  now.  Sir,? 

Aim.  Somewhat  better — tho*  very  faint  Hill. 

L.  Bount.  Ay,  ay,  People  are  always  laint  after  thefe 
Fits.  Come,  Girls,  you  lhall  Ihew  the  Gentleman  the 
Houfe ;  ’tis  but  an  old  Family  Building,  Sir;  but  you 
had  better  walk  about,  and  cool  by  degrees,  than  ven¬ 
ture  immediately  into  the  Air - You’ll  find  fome  to¬ 

lerable  Pictures. Dorinda ,  Ihew  the  Gentleman  the 

way.  [Exit. J  I  mull  go  to  the  poor  Woman  below. 

Dor.  This  way.  Sir. 

Aim.  Ladies,  lhall  I  beg  leave  for  my 'Servant  to 
wait  on  you,  for  he  underitands  Pictures  very  well. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir,  we  underhand  Originals  as  well  as  he 
does  Pidtures,  fo  he  may  come  along. 

[Ex.  Dor.  Mrs.  Sul.  Aim.  Arch.  Aim.  leads  Dor. 

Enter  Foigard  and  Scrub,  meeting , 

Toig.  Saave  you,  Maker  Scrub. 

C  5 
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Scrub.  Sir,  I  won’t  be  fav’d  your  way — -I  hate  a 

Pried:,  I  abhor  the  Trench ,  and  I  defy  the  Devil - 

Sir,  I’m  a  bold  Briton,  and  will  fpill  the  lall  drop  of 
my  Blood  to  keep  out  Popery  and  Slavery. 

Foig.  Mailer  Scrub,  you  wou’d  put  me  down  in  Poli¬ 
ticks,  and  fo  I  wou’d  be  fpeaking  with  Mrs.  Gipfey. 

Scrub.  Good  Mr.  Pried,  you  can’t  fpeak  with  her; 

fhe’s  ficlc.  Sir;  fhe’s  gone  abroad.  Sir;  ihe’s - dead. 

two  Months  ago.  Sir. 

Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  How  now.  Impudence!  How  dare  you  talk  lb 
faucily  to  the  Debtor  ?  Pray,  Sir,  don’t  take  it  ill ;  for 
the  Common  People  of  England  are  not  fo  civil  to 
Strangers,  as— - 

Scrub.  You  lye,  you  lye ; - 'tis  the  common  People, 

Inch  as  you  are,  that  are  civilleft  to  Strangers. 

Gip.  Sirrah,  I  have  a  good  mind  to - —Get  you 

out,  1  fay. 

Scrub.  I  won’t. 

Gip.  You  wo’n’t,  Sauce-box - Pray,  Doflor,  what 

is  the  Captain’s  Name  that  came  to  your  Inn  lad  Night? 

Scrub.  The  Captain  !  ah,  the  Devil,  there  Ihe  hampers 
me  again  the  Captain  has  me  on  one  fide,  and  the  Pried 
on  t’other': — So  between  the  Gown  and  Sword,  I  have 
a  fine  time  cn’t. - But,  Cedant  arm  a  toga;.  [Going. 

Gip.  .What,  Sirrah,  wo’n’t  you  march  ? 

Scrub.  No,  my  Dear,  I  wo’n’t  march - but  I’ll 

walk: - And  I’ll  make  bold  to  liken  a  little  too. 

[Goes  behind  the  Side-Scene,  and  lijieiis. 

Gip.  Indeed,  Debtor,  the  Count  has  been  barbaroudy 
treated,  that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Foig.  Ah,  Mrs.  Gipfey,  upon  my  Shoul,  now  Gra,  his 
Complainings  wou’d  mollify  the  Marrow  in  your  Bones, 
and  move  the  Bowels  of  your  Coinmi deration ;  he  veeps, 
and  he  dances,  and  he  fifties, and  lie  lwcars,and  he  laughs, 
and  he  damps,  and  hefings :  In  conduficn,  Joy,  he’s  af- 
ibbted,  a  la  Francois,  and  a  Stranger  wou’d  not  know 
whider  to  cry,  or  to  laugh  with  him. 

Gip.  What  wou’d  you  have  me  do,  Boblor  ? 


The  Beaux  Stratagem.  5  7 

Foig.  Noting,  Joy,  but  only  hide  the  Count  in  Mrs* 
Sullen's  Ciofet,  when  it  is  dark. 

Gip.  Nothing  1  Is  that  nothing  ?  It  wou’d  be  both  a 
Sin  and  a  Shame,  Dodtor. 

Foig.  Here  is  twenty  Lewidores,  Joy,  for  your  Shame, 
and  I  will  give  you  an  Abfolution  for  the  Shin. 

Gip.  But  won’t  that  Money  look  like  a  Bribe  ? 

Foig.  Dat  is  according  as  you  (hall  tauk  it - If  you 

receive  the  Money  before-hand  ’twill  be  Logics  a  Bribe  ; 
but  if  you  day  till  afterwards,  ’twill  be  only  a  Gratifica¬ 
tion. 

Gip.  Well,  Dcftor,  I’ll  take  it  Logics. - But  what 

mud  I  do  with  my  Confidence,  Sir  ? 

Foig.  Leave  dat  wid  me,  Joy;  I  am  your  Pried,  Gra, 
and  your  Confcience  is  under  my  Hands. 

Gip.  But  fhou’d  I  put  the  Count  into  the  Ciofet 

Foig.  Veil,  is  dere  any  Shin  for  a  Man’s  being  in  a 
Clolhet  ?  one  may  go  to  Prayers  in  a  Clolhet. 

Gip.  But  if  the  Lady  ihou’d  come  into  her  Chamber 
and  go  to  Bed  ?  " 

Foig.  Vel,  and  is  dere  any  Shin  in  going  to  Bed,  Joy  ? 

Gip.  Ay,  but  if  the  Parties  (hon’d  meet,  Dodtor  ? 

Foig.  Veil  den — — the  Parties  mud:  be  refponfible. 
—Do  you  be  gone,  after  putting  the  Count  in  the  Cio¬ 
fet,  and  leave  the  Shins  wid  themfielves - 1  will  come 

v/ith  the  Count  to  ini, reft  you  in  your  Chamber. 

Gip.  Well,Dodtor,  your  Religion  is  fio  pure— methinks 
I’m  lo  eaiy  after  an  Ab  elution,  and  can  (in  afre(h  with 
fo  much  Security,  that  I’m  refclv’d  to  die  a  Martyr  to’t. 
—Here’s  the  Key  of  the  Garden-dcor;  come  in  the 

back-way,  when  ’tis  late - I’ll  be  ready  to  receive 

you  ;  but  don’t  fio  much  as  whifiper,  only  take  hold  of 
my  Hand :  I’ll  lead  you,  and  do  you  lead  the  Count, 
and  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  What  Witchcraft  now  have  thefe  two  Imps  of 

the  Devil  been  a  hatching  here  ? - There’s  twenty 

Lcnvidores  •,  I  heard  that,  and  faw  the  Purfe:  But  I 
mull:  give  room  to  my  Betters, 


Fnt(r 
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Enter  Ann  well,  hading  Dorinda,  and  making  Love  in 
Dumb-Skew. - Mrs.  Sul.  and  Archer. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  Sir,  [To  A>rcher.j  how  d’ye  like  that 
Piece  ? 

Arch.  O,  ’tis  Lcda. - You  find,  Madam,  how  Ju¬ 
piter  came  difguis’d  to  make  Love - 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  what  think  you  there  of  Alexander  s 
Battels  ? 

Arch.  We  want  only  a  Le  Brun,  Madam,  to  draw 
greater  Battels,  and  a  greater  General  of  our  own — — 
The  Danube,  Madam,  wou’d  make  a  greater  Figure  in 
a  Picture  than  the  Granlcus ;  and  we  have  our  Ramellies 
to  match  their  Arhela. 

Airs.  Sul.  Pray,  Sir,  what  Head  is  that  in  the  Cor¬ 
ner  there  ? 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  ’tis  poor  Ovid  in  his  Exile. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  was  he  banifh’d  for  ? 

Arch.  His  ambitious  Love,  Madam,  [Bowing  ]  His 
Misfortune  touches  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Was  he  fuccefsful  in  his  Amours  ? 

Arch.  There  he  has  left  us  in  the  dark - He  was 

loo  much  a  Gentleman  to  tell. 

Mrs.  Sul.  If  he  were  fecret,  I  pity  him. 

'  Arch.  And  if  he  were  fuccefsful,  I  envy  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  d’ye  like  that  Venus  over  the  Chimney  ? 

Arch.  Venus  !  I  proteil,  Madam,  I  took  it  for  your 
Picture ;  but  now  I  look  again,  ’tis  not  handfome  enough. 

-M  rs.  Sul.  Oh,  what  a  Charm  is  Flattery  !  if  you  wou’d 
fee  my  Picture,  there  it  is,  over  that  Cabinet  — How 
Tye  like  it  ? 

Arch.  I  muft  admire  any  thing.  Madam,  that  has  the 

lead  R^femblance  of  you - But  mefchinks,  Madam, 

- - 1  tie  looks  at  the  Picture  and  Mrs.  Suilen,  three  or 

four  times,  bj  turns. ]  Pray,  Madam,  who  drew  it? 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  famous  Hand,  Sir. 

[Here  Aimwell  and  Dorinda  ^  off. 

A.  ch.  A  famous  Hand,  Madam!  Your  Eyes,  in-’ 
deed  -  ate  featur’d  there: but  where’s  the  fparkling  Moi- 
fv-ire,  ihining  Fluid,  in  which  they  lwirnr  The  Picture, 

in- 
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indeed,  has  your  Dimples ;  but  where’s  the  Swarm 
killing  Cupids  that  Ihould  ambulh  there  ?  The  Lips  to® 
are  figur’d  out;  but  where’s  the  Carnation  Dew,  the 
pouting Ripenefs  that  tempts  theTalle  in  theOriginal? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  it  been  my  Lot  to  have  match’d  with 
fuch  a  Man  !  [  AJide. 

Arch.  Your Breafts  too  ;  prefumptuous  Man  !  what! 
paint  Heaven !  A  propo, Madam,  in  the  very  next  Picture 
is  Sahnoneus,  that  was  ilruck  dead  with  Lightning,  for 
offering  to  imitate  Jove's  Thunder  ;  I  hope  you  fierv’d 
the  Painter  fo.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  my  Eyes  the  Power  of  Thunder,  they 
fliou’d  employ  their  Lightning  better. 

Arch.  There’s  the  fined  Bed  in  that  Room,  Madam? 

I  fuppofe  ’tis  your  Ladyfhip’s  Bed-Chamber  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  what  then,  Sir? 

Arch.  I  think  the  Quilt  is  the  richefl  that  ever  I  faw.. 

■ -  I  can’t  at  this  diilance,  Madam,  diilinguifh  the 

Figures  of  the  Embroidery  :  Will  you  give  me  leave. 
Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Devil  take  his  Impudence-  -Sure,  if  I 

gave  him  an  Opportunity,  lie  durft  not  offer  it - 1  have 

a  great  mind  to  try. - [Going.  Returns.]  ’Sdeath,  what 

ami  doing? - And  alone  too  ! - Siller,  Siller  ! 

Arch.  I’ll  follow  her  dole - - - 

For  where  a  Frenchman  durji  attempt  to  form, 

A  Brkon,  furey  may  well  the  Work  perforin.  [Going,. 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Martin,  Brother  Martin. 

Arch.  O  Brother  Scrub,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  I  was  not 
a  going  :  Here’s  a  Guinea  my  Mafter  order’d  you. 

Scrub.  A  Guinea!  hi,  hi,  hi,  a  Guinea!  - by  this 

Light  it  is  a  Guinea ;  but  Lfuppofe  you  cxpefl  one  and 
twenty  Shillings  in  Change. 

Arch.  Not  at  all ;  I' have  another  for  Gif  fey. 

Scr.  A  Guineaforher!  Fire  and  Faggot  for  theWitchl 
— — Sir,  give  me  that  G  uinea,  and  Ihi  difeover  a  Plot. 

Arch.  A  Plot ! 


Scrub. 
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Scrub.  Ay,  Sir,  a  i  lot,  a  horrid  Plot - Firft,  it  muft 

be  a  Plot,  became  there’s  a  Woman  in’t:  Secondly,  it 
muft  be  a  Plot  becaufe  there’s  a  Prieft  in’t:  Thirdly,  it 
muft  be  a  Plot,  becaufe  there’s  French  Gold  in’t :  And 
Fourthly,  it  mult  be  a  Plot,  becauie  I  don’t  know  what 
to  make  on’t. 

Arth.  Nor  any  body  elfe,  I’m  afraid,  Brother  Scrub. 
Scrub.  Truly  I’m  afraid  fotoo;  for  where  there’s  a 
Prieft  and  a  Woman, there’s  always  a  Myftery  and  a  Rid¬ 
dle. - This  I  know,  that  there  has  been  the  Doftor 

with  a  T emptation  in  one  hand,  and  an  Abfolution  in  the 
other,  and  Gipfey  has  fold  her  felt  to  the  Devil ;  I  law  the 
Price  paid  down,  my  Eyes  fhall  take  their  Oath  on’t. 
Arch.  And  is  all  this  Buftle  about  Gipfe? 

Scrub.  That’s  not  all ;  I  cou’d  hear  but  a  Word  here 
and  there ;  but  I  remember  they  mention’d  a  Count,  a 
Clofet,  a  Back-door,  and  a  Key. 

Arch. 'The  Count !  Did  you  hear  nothing  of  Mrs.  Sullen? 
Scrub.  I  did  hear  fome  Word  that  founded  that  way; 
but  whether  it  was  Sullen  or  Dorinda ,  I  cou’d  not  di 
itinguifh. 

Arch.  You  have  told  this  matter  to  nobody,  Brother? 
Scrub.  Told  !  No,  Sir,  I  thank  you  for  that;  I’m  re- 
folv’d  never  to  fpeak  one  Word,  pi  a  nor  con,  till  we  have 
a  Peace. 

Arch.  You’re  i’th’  right,  Brother  Scrub  ;  here’s  a 

Treaty  a-foot  between  the  Count  and  the  Lady. - — 

The  1  ricftand  the  Chamber-Maid  are  Plenipotentiaries. 

. - Tt  (hall  go  hard,  but  I  find  a  way  to  be  included 

in  the  Treaty.  Where’s  the  Doit  or  now? 

Scrub.  He  and  Gipfey  are  this  moment  devouring  my 
Lad)L  Aiarmalade  in  the  Clofet. 

Ait;:.  [From  without .]  Martin!  Martin! 

Arch.  I  come,  Sir,  I  come. 

Scr.  But  you  forget  the  ether  Guinea,  Brother  Martin. 
Arch.  Here,  I  give  it  with  all  my  Heart. 

Scrub.  And  I  take  it  with  all  my  Soul.  [Exeunt  Je<ve- 
rally .]  I’cod,  I’il  rpoil  your  Plotting,  Mrs.  Gipfey  ;  and 
if  you  ihou’d  fet  the  Captain  upon  me,  thei'e  two  Gui¬ 
neas  wili  buy  me  off. 


Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda,  meeting. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well,  Sifter. 

Dor.  And  well.  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What’s  become  of  my  Lord  ? 

Dor.  What’s  become  oi  his  Servant? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Servant!  He’s  aprettier  Fellow,  and  a  finer 
3entleman  by  fifty  degrees  than  his  Matter. 

Dor.  O’  my  Confcience,  I  fancy  you  cou’d  beg  that 
Fellow  at  the  Gallows-foot. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O’  my  Confcience  I  cou’d, provided  I  cou’d 
nut  a  Friend  of  yours  in  his  room  ? 

Dor.  Youdefir’d  me,  Sifter,  to  leave  you,  when  you 
ranfgrefs'd  the  Bounds  of  Honour. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thou  dear  cenforious  Country-Girl  - 
Yhat  doft  mean?  You  can’t  think  of  the  Man  with¬ 
out  the  Bedfellow,  I  find. 

Dor.  I  don’t  find  any  thing  unnatural  in  thatThought; 
ehile  the  Mind  is  converfant  with  Fleth  and  Blood,  it 
nuft  conform  to  the  Humours  of  the  Company. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  a  little  Love  and  Conversation  im- 
irove  a  Woman  !  Why,  Child,  you  begin  to  live— 
•ou  never  fpoke  before. 

Dor.  Becaufe  I  was  never  fpoke  to  before :  My  Lord 
as  told  me,  that  I  have  mere  Wit  and  Beauty  than  any 
f  my  Sex ;  and  truly  I  begin  to  think  the  Man  is  fincere. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You’re  in  the  right,  Dorinda  ;  Pride  is  the 
fife  of  a  Woman,  and  Flattery  is  our  daily  Bread ;  and 
ie’s  a  Fool  that  won’t  believe  a  Man  there,  as  much  as 

re  that  believes  him  in  any.  thing  elfe - But  I’ll  lay  you 

Guinea,  that  I  had  finer  things  laid  to  me  than  you  had. 

Dor.  Done - What  did  your  Fellow  fay  to  ye  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  Fellow  took  the  Piftare  of  Venus  for 
line. 

Dor.  But  my  Lover  took  me  for  Venus  herfelf. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Common  Cant !  Had  my  Spark  call’d  me  a 
’enus  direitly,  I  Ihou’d  have  believ’d  him  a  Madman  in 
ood  earneft. 

Dor.  But  my  Lover  was  upon  his  Knees  to  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  mins  was  upon  his  Tiptoes  to  ir.e. 

Dor. 


6 2  BeauxStratagem. 


Dor.  Mine  vow’d  to  die  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Mine  fwore  to  die  with  me. 

Dor.  Mine  fpoke  the  fofteft  moving  things. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Ay,  ay,  mine  had  his  moving  things  too. 
Dor.  Mine  kils’d  my  Hand  ten  thoufana  times. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Mine  has  all  that  Pleafure  to  come. 

Dor.  Mine  offer'd  Marriage. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Lard!  D’ye  call  that  a  moving  thing? 
Dor.  The  fharpeft  Arrow  in  his  Quiver, my  dear  Sifter; 
-Why,  my  ten  thoufand  Pounds  may  lie  brooding  j 


here  this  feven  Years,  and  hatch  nothing  at  lafh  but  fome 


ill-natur’d  Clown  like  yours: - Whereas,  if  I  marry 

my  Lord  Aimwell,  there  will  be  Title,  Place  and  Prece-  [ 
dence,  the  Park,  the  Play, and  the  Drawing-Room,Splen- 
dor,  Equipage,  Noife,  and  Flambeaux. — Hey, my  Lady 

Aim-well' s  Servants  there - -Lights,  Lights  to  the 

Stairs - My  Lady  Aim  well's  Coach ;  put  forward — 

Stand  by;  make  room  for  her  Lady  drip. - Are  not 

thefe  things  moving  ?  What !  melancholy  of  a  l'uuden  ? 


Mrs.  Sul.  Happy,  happy  Sitter !  your  Angel  has  been 
watchful  for  ycur  Happinefs,  whilft  mine  has  flept  re- 


gardlefs  of  his  Charge — Long  finding  Years  of  circling 


Joys  for  you,  but  not  one  Hour  for  me  ! 


Dor.  Come,  my  Dear,  we’ll  talk  of  Something. 


[ Weeps . 
rg  ehe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Dorinda ,  I  own  my  felf  a  Woman  full  of 
my  Sex,  a  gentle,  generous  Soul, — eafy  and  yielding 


to  foft  Defne ;  a  ipacious  Heart,  where  Love  and  all ! 


his  Train  might  lodge  :  And  matt  the  fair  Apartment  of 
my  Breaft  be  made  a  Stable  tor  a  Brute  to  lie  in  ? 

Dor.  Meaning  your  Huthand,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hufband  !  No, — Even  Huthand  is  too  foft  a 
Name  for  him  — But  come,  I  expeff  my  Brother  here 
to-night  or  to-morrow;  he  was  abroad  when  my  Father 
married  me;  perhaps  he’ll  find  a  way  to  make  me  eafy.  [ 
Dor.  .Will  you  promife  not  to  make  your  felf  eafy  in 
the  mean  time  with  my  Lord’s  Friend  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  mi  hake  me,  Siller — It  happens  with 
us, as  among  the  Men,the  greateil  Talkers  are  the  greateR 
Cowards ;  and  there’s  a  ReaSon  for  it ;  thofe  Spirits 


are  fper.t  in  Prattle,  which  might  do  more  Mischief  if 
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they  took  another  Courfe - Tho’,  to  confefs  the 

1  ruth,  I  do  love  that  Fellow ; - And  if  I  met  him 

dreft  as  he  Ihould  be,  and  I  undreft  as  I  fhould  be - 

Look’e,  Sifter,  I  have  no  fupernatural  Gifts  - 1 

can’t  fwear  I  cou’d  refill  the  Temptation, - tho’  I 

can  lafely  promife  to  avoid  it ;  and  that’s  as  much  as 
the  beft  of  us  can  do.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Aimwell  and  Archer  laughing. 

Arch.  And  the  awkard  Kindnefs  of  the  good  Mother¬ 
ly  old  Gentlewoman. - 

Aim.  And  the  coming  Eafmefs  of  the  young  one— « 
’Sdeath,  ’tis  pity  to  deceive  her. 

Arch.  Nay,  if  you  adhere  to  thofe  Principles,  flop 
where  you  are. 

Aim.  I  can’t  flop ;  for  I  love  her  to  diftraftion. 

Arch.  ’Sdeath,  if  you  love  her  a  Hair’s-breadth  be¬ 
yond  Difcretion,  you  mull  go  no  farther. 

Aim  Well,  well,  any  thing  to  deliver  us  from  faun- 
tering  away  our  idle  Evenings  at  Whites,  Tom's,  or 
Will's,  and  be  ftinted  to  bare  looking  at  our  old  Ac¬ 
quaintance,  the  Cards,  becaufe  our  impotent  Pockets 
can’t  afford  us  a  G  uinea  for  the  Mercenary  Drabs. 

Arch.  Or  be  obliged  to  fome  Purfe-proud  Coxcomb 
for  a  fcandalous  Bottle,  where  we  mult  not  pretend  to 
our  fhare  of  the  Difcourie,  becaufe  we  can’t  pay  our 

Club  o’th’  Reckoning  : - Damn  it,  I  had  rather 

fpunge  upon  Morris,  and  fup  upon  a  Difh  of  Bohea 
fcor’d  behind  the  Door. 

Aim.  And  there  expofe  our  want  of  Senfe  by  talking 
Criticifms,  as  we  fhou’d  our  want  of  Money  by  railing 
at  the  Government. 

Arch.  Or  be  obliged  to  fneak  into  the  Side-box,  and 
between  both  Houfes  fteal  two  Adts  of  a  Play ;  and  be¬ 
caufe  we  ha’n’t  Money  to  fee  the  other  three,  we  come 
away  difcontented,  and  damn  the  whole  five. 

Aim.  And  ten  thoufand  rafcally  Tricks— - had 

we  out-liv’d  our  Fortunes  among  our  Acquaintance.— 
But  now— — — «• 


Arth. 
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Arch.  Ay,  now  is  the  time  to  prevent  all  this — Strike 

while  the  Iron  is  hot - This  Prieft  is  the  luckieft  part 

of  our  Adventure ;  he  fhall  marry  you,  and  pimp  forme. 

Aim.  But  I  Ihould  not  like  a  Woman  that  can  be  fo 
fond  of  a  Frenchman. 

Arch.  Alas,  Sir,  Neceflity  has  no  Law ;  the  Lady  may 
be  in  Diflrefs ;  perhaps  fhe  has  a  confounded  Huiband, 
and  her  Revenge  may  carry  her  farther  than  her  Love — 
Egad,  I  have  io  good  an  Opinion  of  her,  and  ofmyfelf, 
that  I  begin  to  fancy  ftrange  things ;  and  we  mud  fay 
this  for  the  Honour  of  our  Women,  and  indeed  of  our 
felves,  that  they  do  flick  to  their  Men,  as  they  do  to 
their  Magna  Charta — —If  the  Plot  lies  as  I  fuipedt— 
I  muft  put  on  the  Gentleman  -■  -  -  But  here  comes -the 
Doctor :  I  fhall  be  ready. 

Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Saave  you,  noble  Friend. 

Aim.  O  Sir,  your  Servant:  Pray,  Doftor,  may  I 
crave  your  Name  ? 

Foig.  FatNaamis  upon  me  ?  My  Naam  is  Foigard, ]oy. 

Aim.  Foigard!  A  very  good  Name  for  a  Clergyman  : 
Pray,  Dodlor  Foigard,  v/ere  you  ever  in  Ireland ? 

Foig.  Ireland!  No,  Joy - Fat  fort  of  Plaace  is  dat 

faam  Ireland?  aey  fay  de  People  are  catch’d  dere  when 
dey  are  young. 

Aim.  And  fome  of ’em  here  when  they’re  old  ; - as 

for  Example - [Takes  Foigard  by  the  Jhoulder']  Sir,  I 

arreft  you  as  a  Tray  tor  againlt  the  Government;  you’re 
a  Subjeft  of  England,  and  this  Morning  fhew’d  me  a 
Commiffion  by  which  you  ferv'd  as  Chaplain  in  the 
French  Army:  This  is  Death  by  our  Law,  and  your 
Reverence  mull  hang  fork. 

Foig.  Upon  my  lhoul,  noble  Friend,  dis  is  ftrange 
News  you  tell  me,  Fader  Foigard  a  Subject  of  England! 
de  Son  of  a  Burgomajler  of  BruJJels  a  Subject  of  England! 
Ubooboo - — 

Aim.  The  Son  of  a  Bog-trotter  in  Ireland ;  Sir, 
your  Tongue  will  condemn  you  before  any  Bench  in 
the  Kingdom.  Foig. 
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Foig.  And  is  my  Tongue  all  your  Eyidenfh,  Joy  ? 

Aim.  That’s  enough. 

Foig.  No,  no,  Joy,  for  I  will  never  fpeak  Englijh  no 
more. 

Aim.  Sir,  I  have  other  Evidence - Here,  Martin , 

you  know  this  Fellow. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  [/»  a  Brogue J  Saave  you,  my  dear  Cuffen* 
how  does  your  Health  ? 

Foig.  Ah !  Upon  my  flioul  dere  is  my  Countryman, 
and  his  Brogue  will  hang  mine.  \_Afide . \Mynhere,  Ick  wet 
neat  watt  hey  zacht,  Ick  Uni-verjion  ewe  neat,  facramant . 

Aim.  Altering  your  Language  won’t  do,  Sir,  this  Fel¬ 
low  knows  your  Perlon,  and  will  fwear  to  your  Pace. 

Foig.  F aalh  !Fey,  is  dere  a  Brogue  upon  my  F aaih  too? 

Arch.  Upon  my  Soulvation  dereifh  Joy - But, 

Cu fonMackJhane,  vil  you  not  put  a  Remembrance  up¬ 
on  me. 

Foig.  Mackjhane !  By  St.  Patrick,  datiih  my  Naame 
Ihure  enough . 

Aim.  I  fancy  Archer ,  you  have  it. 

Foig.  The  Devil  hang  you,  Joy - By  fat  Acquain¬ 

tance  are  you'  my  Cuffen  ? 

Arch.  O,  de  Devil  hang  your  Ihelf,  Joy ;  you  know 
we  were  little  Boys  togeder  upon  de  School,  and  your 
Fofter-Moder’s  Son  was  married  upon  my  Nurfe’s  Chi¬ 
ller,  Joy,  and  fo  we  are  Irijh  Cuffens. 

Foig.  De  Devil  taake  de  Relation !  Vel,  Joy,  and  fat 
School  was  it? 

Arch.  I  think  it  was - Aay - ’twas  Tipperary. 

Foig.  Now,  upon  my  Shoul,  Joy,  it  was  Kilkenny . 

Aim.  That’s  enough  for  us - Self-confeffion  —  — 

Come,  Sir,  we  mull  deliver  you  into  the  Hands  of  the 
next  Magiftrate. 

Arch.  He  fends  you  to  Goal,  you’re  tried  next 
Afiizes,  and  away  you  go  fwing  into  Purgatory. 

Foig.  And  is  it  fo  wid  you,  Cuffen  ? 

Arch.  It  vil  be  fo  wid  you,  Cuffen,  if  you  don’t  im¬ 
mediately  confefs  the  Secret  between  you  and  Mrs. 

Gipfey 
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Gipfey - - Look’e,  Sir,  the  Gallows  or  the  Secret; 

take  your  Choice. 

Foig.  The  Gallows !  upon  my  Shoul  I  hate  that  lhame 
Gallows,  for  it  is  a  Diieafhdat  is  fatal  to  our  Family — 
Vel,  den,  there  is  nothing,  Shentlemens,  but  Mrs 
Sullen  would  fpeak  wid  the  Count  in  her  Chamber  at 
Midnight;  and  dere  is  no  harm,  Joy,  for  I  am  to  con¬ 
duct  the  Count  to  the  Plafh  my  felf. 

Arch.  As  I  guefs’d - — Have  you  communicated 

the  Matter  to  the  Count  ?  ♦ 

Foig.  I  have  not  (been  him  fince. 

Arch.  Right  agen;  why  then  Dodtor, - - yot 

(hall  conduct  me  to  the  Lady  inftead  of  the  Count. 

Foig.  Fat,  my  Cuffen  to  the  Lady  !  Upon  my  Shoul. 
gra,  aat  is  too  much  upon  the  Brogue. 

Arch.  Come,  come,  Dodtor ;  confider  we  have  got  r 
Rope  about  your  Neck,  and  if  you  offer  to  fqueak,  we’ll 
flop  your  Wind-pipe,  molt  certai nly ;  w'e  (hall  have  an¬ 
other  Job  for  you  in  a  Day  or  two,  I  hope. 

Aim..  Here’s  Company  coming  this  way,  let’s  intc 
my  Chamber,  and  there  concert-our  Affairs  farther. 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear  Cuffen,  come  along.  \Exeunt 

Foig.  Arra, the  Devil  taake  our  Relalhion. 

Enter  Boniface,  Hounflow,  and  Bagfhot  at  one  Door. 

Gibbet  at  the  oppofite. 

Gib.  Well,  Gentlemen,  ’cis  a  line  Night  for  Enter- 
prize. 

Hounf.  Dark  as  Hell. 

Fag.  And  blows  like  the  Devil ;  our  Landlord  heft 
has  (hew’d  us  the  Window  where  we  muft  break  in,  and 
tells  us  the  Plate  itands  in  the  Waimcoat  Cupboard  ir 
the  Parlour. 

Bon.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bag/hot ,  as  the  Saying  is,  Knives 
and  Forks,  Cups  and  Cans,  Tumblers  and  Tankards— 
There’s  one  Tankard,  as  the  Saying  is,  that’s  near  upor. 
as  big  as  me;  it  was  a  Prefent  to  the  ’Squire  from  hi: 
Godmother,  and  fmells  of  Nutmeg  and  Tcalt  like  ar 
Eaji- India  Ship. 

Hounf.  T hen  you  fay  we  muft  divide  at  the  Stair-head 

Bon 
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'Bon.  Yes,  Mr.  Hounjlonu,  as  the  Saying  is - At  one 

id  of  the  Gallery  lies  my  Lady  Bountiful  and  her 

daughter;  and  at  the  other,  Mrs.  Sullen - As  for  the 

quire - 

Gib.  He's  fafe  enough,  I  have  fairly  enter’d  him,  and 

e’s  more  than  half  Seas  over  already - But  fuch  a 

arcel  of  Scoundrels  are  about  him  now,  that,  I’gad, 
was  alham’d  to  be  ieen  in  their  Company. 

Bon.  'Tis  now  Twelve,  as  the  Saying  is - -Gentle- 

len,  you  mull  fet  out  at  One. 

Gib.  Houn/lonv,  do  you  and  Bag/hot  fee  our  Arms 
x’d,  and  I’ll  come  to  you  prefently. 

Hcunf.  and  Bag.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Gib.  Well,  my  dear  Bonny,  you  aiTure  me  that  Scrub 
1  a  Coward. 

Bon.  A  Chicken,  as  the  Saying  is - You’ll  have  no 

feature  to  deal  with  but  the  Ladies. 

Gib.  And  I  can  allure  you,  Friend,  there’s  a  great 
eal  of  Addrefs  and  good  Manners  in  robbing  a  Lady ; 
am  the  mod  a  Gentleman  that  way  that  ever  travelled 

lie  Road - But,  my  dear  Bonny,  this  Prize  will  be 

Galleon,  a  Vigo  Bufinefs - 1  warrant  you,  we  lhall 

ring  off  three  or  four  thoufand  Pound. 

Bon.  In  Plate,  Jewels,  and  Money,  as  the  Saying  is, 
ou  may. 

Gib.  Why  then,  Tyburn,  I  defy  thee ;  I’ll  get  up  to 
[’own,  fell  off  my  Horfe  and  Arms,  buy  my  ielf  lome 
iretty  Employment  in  the  Law,  and  be  as  fnug  and  as 
lonell  as  e’er  a  long  Gown  of ’em  all. 

Eon.  And  what  think  you  then  of  my  Daughter 
Sherry  for  a  Wife? 

Gib.  Look’e,  my  dear  Bonny — Cherry  is  the  Goddefs 
r  adore,  as  the  Song  goes;  but ‘it  is  a  Maxim,  that  Man 
.nd  Wife  fhould  never  have  it  in  their  power  to  hang 
me  another;  for  if  they  Ihould,  the  Lord  have  mercy 
in  ’em  both.  [Exeunt. 

The  END  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 


ACT 
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A  C  T  V. 

Scene  continues.  Knocking  without. 

Enter  Boniface. 

Eon.  Oming,  coming - A  Coach  and  fix  foamin; 

Hories  at  this  time  o’  Night!  Some  grea 
Man,  as  the  Saying  is,  for  he  fccrns  to  travel  wit] 
other  People. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Freeman. 

Sir  Ch.  What,  Fellow  !  A  publick  Houfe,  and  a-be< 
when  other  People  fieep  ? 

Bon.  Sir,  I  a’n’t  a-bed,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Sir  Ch.  I  fee  that,  as  the  Saying  is !  Is  Mr.  Sullen' 
Family  a-bed,  think’e? 

Bon.  All  but  the  ’Squire  himfelf.  Sir,  as  the  Sayinj 
is,  he’s  in  the  Houfe. 

Sir  Ch.  What  Company  has  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  Sir,  there’s  the  Conftable,  Mr.  Gage  th< 
Excifeman,  the  hunch-back’d  Barber,  and  two  or  threi 
other  Gentlemen. 

Sir  Ch.  I  find  my  Sifter’s  Letters  gave  me  the  trui 
Pifture  of  her  Spouie. 

Enter  Sullen  drunk. 

Bon.  Sir,  here’s  the  Squire. 

Sul.  The  Puppies  left  me  afieep - Sir. 

Sir  Ch.  Well,  Sir. 

Sul.  Sir,  I  am  an  unfortunate  Man - 1  have  threi 

thousand  Pound  a  Year,  and  I  can’t  get  a  Man  to  drinl1 
a  Cup  of  Ale  with  me. 

Sir  Ch.  That’s  very  hard. 

Sul.  Ay,  Sir, - And  unlefs  you  have  pity  on  me 

and  fmoke  one  Pipe  with  me,  I  muft  e'en  go  horn 

t 
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)  my  Wife,  and  I  had  rather  go  to  the  Devil  by  half. 
Sir  Ch.  But  I  prefume,  Sir,  you  wo’n’t  fee  your 

Vife  to-night,  (he'll  be  gone  to  Bed - -you don’t  ufe 

j  lie  with  your  Wife  in  that  Pickle  ? 

Sul.  What !  not  lie  with  my  Wife  !  Why,  Sir,  do  you 
ike  me  for  an  Atheift,  or  a  Rake  ? 

Sir  Ch.  If  you  hate  her.  Sir,  I  think  you  had  better 
e  from  her. 

Sul.  I  think  fo  too.  Friend - But  I  am  a  Juftice 

f  Peace,  and  mull  do  nothing  againft  the  Law. 

Sir  Ch.  Law  !  As  I  take  it,  Mr.  Juftice,  no  body  ob- 
:rves  Law  for  Law’s  fake,  only  for  the  good  of  thofe 
}r  whom  it  was  made. 

Sul.  But  if  the  Law  orders  me  to  fend  you  to  Goal, 
ou  muft  lie  there,  my  Friend. 

Sir  Ch.  Not  unlefs  I  commit  a  Crime  to  deferve  it. 
Sul.  A  Crime  !  Oons,  a’ n’t  I  married  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  call  Marriage  a  Crime,  you 
tuft  difown  it  for  a  Law. 

Sul.  Eh! - 1  muft  be  acquainted  with  you.  Sir:  — 

- - But,  Sir,  1  (liou’d  be  very  glad  to  know  the 

’ruth  of  this  Matter. 

Sir  Ch.  Truth,  Sir,  is  a  profound  Sea,  and  few  there 
2  that  dare  wade  deep  enough  to  find  out  the  bottom 
n’t.  Befides,  Sir,  I’m  afraid  the  Line  of  your  Under- 
anding  may’n't  be  long  enough. 

Sul.  Look’e,  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  Sea 
f  Truth,  but  if  a  good  Parcel  of  Land  can  entitle  a 
fan  to  a  little  Truth,  I  have  as  much  as  any  He  in  the 
ounty. 

Bart.  I  never  heard  your  Worfhip,  as  the  Saying  is, 
i  lk  io  much  before. 

j  Sul.  Becaufe  I  never  met  with  a  Man  that  I  lik’d 
.‘fore. 

Btn.  Pray,  Sir,  as  the  Saying  is,  let  me  a(k  you  one 
ueition :  Are  not  Man  and  Wife  one  Fle(h  ? 

Sir  Ch.  You  and  your  Wife,  Mr.  Guts ,  may  be  one 

le(h,  becaufe  you  are  nothing  eife — - - But  rational 

rea'.u'  l.ave  Minds  that  murt  be  united, 

,  Sul.  Minds! 

n  Sir- 
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Sir  Cb.  Ay,  Mind;,  Sir ;  don’t  you  think  that  th« 
Mind  takes  place  of  the  Body ! 

Sul.  In  iome  People 

Sir  Cb.  Then  the  Intereftof  the  Matter  mull  be  con¬ 
futed  before  that  of  his  Servant. 

Sul.  Sir,  you  (hall  dine  with  me  to-morrow - 

Oons,  I  always  thought  that  we  were  naturally  one. 

Sir  Cb.  I  know  that  my  two  Hands  are  natural!) 
one,  becaui'e  they  love  one  another,  kits  one.  another, 
help  one  another  in  all  the  Actions  of  Life ;  but  I  could 
not  fay  fo  much,  if  they  were  always  at  Cults. 

Sul.  Then  ’tis  plain  that  we  are  two. 

Sir  Cb.  Why  don’t  you  part  with  her,  Sir? 

Sul.  Will  you  take  her,  Sir? 

Sir  Cb.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sul.  You  lhall  have  her  to-morrow  Morning,  and  a 
Venifon-Pafty  into  the  Bargain. 

Sir  Cb.  You’ll  let  me  have  her  Fortune  too  ? 

Sul.  Fortune!  why,  Sir,  I  have  no  Quarrel  to  hei 

Fortune- - 1  only  hate  the  Woman,  Sir;  and  none 

but  the  Woman  lhall  go. 

Sir  Cb.  But  her  Fortune,  Sir - - 

Sul.  Can  you  play  at  Whilk,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cb.  No,  truly,  Sir. 

Sul.  Nor  at  All- fours  ? 

Sir  Cb.  Neither. 

Sul.  Oons!  where  was  this  Man  bred?  [AJldeC] Burr 
me,  Sir,  I  can’t  go  home,  ’tis  but  Two  a- clock. 

Sir  Cb.  For  half  an  Hour,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe - 

But  you  mutt  conttder  ’tis  late. 

Sul.  Late  !  that’s  the  Reafon  I  can’t  go  to  Bed - 

Come,  Sir— - - — - 

Enter  Cherry,  runs  acrofs  the  Stage,  and  knocks  at  Aim 

well’s  Chamber-door.  Enter  Aimwell  in  his  Night 

cap  and  Gonvn . 

‘Aitn.  What’s  the  matter?  You  tremble,  Child,  you’r 
frighted  ?  .  . 

Cher.  No  wonder,  Sir - But  in  Ihort,  Sir,  this  ver 

Minute  a  Gang  of  Rogues  are  gone  to  rob  my  Lad 
Bountiful's  Houle.  -din 
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A 'im .  How  ! 

Cher.  I  dogg’d  ’em  to  the  very  Door,  and  left  ’em 
breaking  in. 

Aim.  Have  you  alarm’d  any  body  elfe  with  the 
News? 

Cher.  No,  no,  Sir;  I  wanted  to  have  difcover’d  the 
whole  Plot,  and  twenty  other  things,  to  your  Man  Mar¬ 
tin;  but  I  have  fearch’d  the  whole  Houfe,  and  can’t 
find  him  :  where  is  he  ? 

Aim-.  No  matter.  Child ;  will  you  guide  me  imme¬ 
diately  to  the  Houfe  ? 

Cher.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir;  my  LsAv  Bountiful  is 
my  Godmother,  and  I  love  Mrs.  Dorinda  fo  well - 

Aim.  Dorinda!  The  Name  infpires  me,  the  Glory 

and  the  Danger  fhall  be  all  my  own - Come,  my  Life, 

let  me  but  get  my  Sword.  [ Exeunt . 

Scene  changes  to  a  Bed-chamber  in  Lady  Bountiful’* 
Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda,  undrefs'd ;  a  Table  _ 
and  Lights. 

Dor.  ’T  is  very  late.  Sifter;  no  News  of  your  Spoufe 
yet? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No;  I’m  condemn’d  to  be  alone ’till  to¬ 
wards  Four,  and  then,  perhaps,  I  may  be  executed 
with  his  Company. 

Dor.  Well,  my  Dear,  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  Reft; 
you’ll  go  diredlly  to  Bed,  I  fuppole. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  don’t  know  what  to  do : — Hey-ho ! 

Dor.  That’s  a  defiring  Sigh,  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  This  is  a  languilhing  Hour,  pifter. 

j Dor.  And  might  prove  a  critical  Minute,  if  the  pretty 
Fellow  were  here, 

Mrs.  Sul.  Here  !  what  in  my  Bed-chamber,  at  two 
a -clock  i’th’  Morning,  I  undrels’d,  the  Family  afleep, 
my  hated  Husband  abroad,  and  my  lovely  Fellow  at 
my  Feet - O  gad,  Sifter. 

Dor.  Thoughts  are  free.  Sifter,  and  them  I  allow 
you - So,  my  Dear,  good  night.  [Exit. 

D  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  A  good  Reft  to  my  dear  Dorinda.  — - - 

Thoughts  free!  are  they  fo?  Why  then  fuppofe  him 
here,  drefs’d  like  a  youthful,  gay,  and  burning  Bride¬ 
groom  ;  [Here  Archer  Jlcah  out  of  the  Clofet .]  with 
Tongue  enchanting,  Eyes  bewitching,  Knees  implo- 
ring.  [Turns  a  little  on  one  fide ,  and  fees  Archer  in  the 
Pofiure Jhe  defcribes.]  Ah  !  [ Shrieks ,  and  runs  to  the  other 
fide  of  the  Stage."]  Hate  my  Thoughts  rais’d  a  Spirit? 
-..-What  are  you.  Sir,  a  Man  or  a  Devil  ? 

Arch.  A  Man,  a  Man,  Madam.  v  [fifing. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  fhall  I  be  fure  of  it  ? 

Arch.  Madam,  I’ll  give  you  Demonstration  this  Mi¬ 
nute.  _  [Takes  her  Hand. 

Mrs.  Sid.  What,  Sir!  do  you  intend  to  be  rude? 

Arch.  Yes,  Madam,  if  you  pleafe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  In  the  Name  of  Wonder,  tv  hence  came  ye  ? 

Arch.  From  the  Skies,  Madam - I’m  a  Jupiter  in 

Love,  and  you  Ihall  be  my  Alcmena. 

Mrs  .-Sul.  How  came  you  in  ? 

Arch.  I  flew  in  at  the  Window,  Madam;  your  Cou- 
fm  Cupid  lent  me  his  Wings,  and  your  Siller  Venus 
open’d  the  Cafement. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I’m  ftruckdumb  with  Admiration. 

Arch.  And  I  with  Wonder.  [Looks pajfiorr.tely  at  her.. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Arch.  How  beautiful  fhe  looks ! - The  teeming 

jolly  Spring  fmiles  in  her  blooming  Face,  and  wlienfne 
was  conceiv’d,  her  Mother  knelt  to  Roles,  look’d  on 
Lillies - 

Lillies  unfold  their  White ,  their  fragrant  Charms, 

When  the  -jearm  Sun  thus  darts  into  their  Arms. 

to  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Ah!  [Shrieks.] 

Arch.  Oons,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ?  You’ll 
raife  the  Houfe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir,  I’ll  wake  the  Dead  before  I’ll  bear  this. 

■ - -  What !  Approach  me  with  the.  Freedoms  of  a 

Keeper!  I’m  glad  on’t,  your  Impudence  ha;  cur’d  me. 

Arch.  If  this  be  Impudence,  [11'neel: j  I  leave  to  your 
partial  ft  If ;  no  panting  Pilgrim,  after  a  tedious,  rain¬ 
ful 
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fill  Voyage,  e’er  bow’d  before  his  Saint  with  more  De¬ 
votion. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Now,  now,  I’m  ruin’d  if  he  kneels.  [AJtde.~\ 
Rife  thou  proftrate  Engineer  ;  not  all  thy  undermining 

Skill  lhall  reach  my  Heart - Rife,  and  know  I  am  a 

Woman  without  my  Sex;  I  can  love  to  all  the  Tender- 
nefs  of  Wilhes,  Sighs,  and  Tears — -But  go  no  farther. 

- - -Still  to  convince  you  that  I’m  more  than  Woman, 

I  can  fpeak  my  Frailty,  confefs  my  Weaknefs  even  for 
you - but - - 

Arch.  For  me  !  [ Going  to  lay  bold  on  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  Sir,  build  not  upon  that - for  my 

moll  mortal  Hatred  follows,  if  you  difobey  what  I 

command  you  now-— leave  me  this  Minute - If  he 

denies.  I’m  loft.  [ Affde . 

Arch.  Then  you’ll  promife - • 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  thing  another  time. 

Arch.  When  lhall  I  come  ? 

Mrs  .Sul.  To-morrow,  when  you  will. 

Arch.  Your  Lips  mult  feal  the  Promife. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Plhaw ! 

Arch.  Theymuft,  they  mull,  [Kiffes  hcr.~]  Raptures1 
and  Paradife !  And  why  not  now,  my  Angel  ?  The 
Time,  the  Place,  Silence  and  Secrefy,  all  confpire  — 
And  the  now  confcicus  Stars  have  pre-ordain’d  this 
Moment  for  my  Happinefs.  [Takes  her  in  his  Arms. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  will  not,  cannot,  fure. 

Arch.  If  the  Sun  rides  fall,  and  difappoints  not  Mor¬ 
tals  of  to-morrow’s  Dawn,  this  Night  lhall  crown  my 
Joys. 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  Sex’s  Pride  aflift  me. 

Arch.  My  Sex’s  Strength  help  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  fhall  kill  me  firft. 

Arch.  I’ll  die  with  you.  [Carrying  her  off'. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murder - - 

Enter  Scrub,  in  his  Breeches  and  one  Shoe. 

Scrub.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murder,  Popery! 

Arch.  Ha  !  the  very  timorous  Stag  will  kill  in  Rut- 

ting-time.  [Draws,  and  offers  to  ffab  Scrub. 
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Scrub.  [Kneeling!]  O  pray.  Sir,  fpare  all  I  have,  and 
take  my  Life. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [ Holding  Archer’/  Hand.']  What  does  the 
Fellow  mean  ? 

Scrub.  O  Madam,  down  upon  your  Knees,  your 
Marrow-bones - he’s  one  of  them. 

Arch.  Of  whom  ? 

Scrub.  One  of  the  Rogues  — —  I  beg  your  Pardon, 
one  of  the  honeft  Gentlemen  that  juft  now  are  broke  in- 
to  the  Houle. 

Arch.  How  ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hope  you  did  not  come  to  rob  me  ? 

Arch.  Indeed  I  did.  Madam,  but  I  wou’d  have  taken 
nothing  bat  what  you  might  very  well  ha’  fpar’d ;  but 
your  crying  Thieves  has  wak’d  this  dreaming  Fool, 
and  fo  he  takes  ’em  for  granted. 

Scrub.  Granted!  Itis granted,  Sir;  take  all  we  have. 

Mrs.SW.  The  Fellow  looks  as  if  he  were  broke  out 
of  Bedlam. 

Scrub.  Oons,  Madam,  they  are  broke  into  the  Houfe 
with  Fire  and  Sword ;  I  faw  them,  heard  them,  they’ll 
be  here  this  Minute. 

Arch.  What,  Thieves! 

Scrub.  Under  favour.  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  fhall  we  do.  Sir  ? 

.Arch.  Madam,  I  wifh  your  Lady  fir  ip  a  good  Night. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  leave  me? 

Arch.  Leave  you  !  Lord,  Madam,  did  not  you  com¬ 
mand  me  to  be  gone  juft  now,  upon  pain  of  your  im¬ 
mortal  Hatred. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Nay,  but  pray.  Sir - 

[Takes  hold  of  him. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  comes  my  turn  to  be  ra- 

vifh’d - You  fee  now.  Madam,  you  marc  ufe  Men  one 

way  or  other ;  but  take  this  . by  the  way,  good  Madam, 
that  none  but  a  Fool  will  gi  ve  you  t..e  Benefit  of  his 

•.Co. ..-age,  un.  you’ll  take  his  Love  along  with  it - 

.How  are  they  arm’d,  Friend  ? 

Scrub.  With  Sword  and  1  Hoi,  -Sir. 


Arch. 
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Arch.  Huih  !  —  I  fee  a  dark  Lanthorn  coming  thro’ 

the  Gallery - Madam,  be  affured  I  will  proted  you, 

or  loie  my  Life. 

M.s.  Sul.  Your  Life!  no  Sir,  they  can  rcb  me  ©f  no¬ 
thing  that  I  value  half  fo  much ;  therefore  now.  Sir,  let 
me  intreat  you  to  be  gone. 

Arch.  No,  Madam,  I’ll  confult  my  own  Safety,  for 
the  lake  of  yours ;.  I’ll  work  by  Stratagem  :  Have  you 
Courage  enouga  to  hand  tne  Appearance  of ’em?' 

Mr  .  Sul.  Yes,  yes,  lince  I  have  ’leaped  your  Hands, 

I  can  lace  any  thing. 

Arch.  Come  hither,  Brother  Scrub ;  don’t  you  know 
me  ? 

Scrub.  Eh!  my  dear  Brother,  let  me  kifs  thee. 

[Kijfes  Archer. 

Arch.  This  way - Here - 

[Archer  and  Scrub  hide  behind  the  Bed. 

'Enter  Gibbet  ivith  a  dark  Lanthorn  in  one  Hand ,  and 
a  Pijiol  in  t'other. 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  Chamber,  and  the  Lady  alone; 
Mrs.  Sul.  Who  are  you,  Sir  ?  What  wou’d  you  have  ? 
D’ye  come  to  rob  me  ? 

Gib.  Rob  you !  Alack-a-day,  Madam,  I’m  only  a 
younger  Brother,  Madam  ;  and  fo,  Madam,  if  you 
make  a  Noife,  I’ll  fhoot  you  through  the  Head:  But 
don’t  be  afraid,  Madam,  [Layittg  his  Lanthorn  and  Pijiol 
upon  the  Table.]  Thefe  Rings,  Madam;  don’t  be  con>- 
cem’d.  Madam ;  I  have  a  profound  Refpeft  for  you. 
Madam  ;  your  Keys,  Madam  ;  don’t  be  frighted,  Ma¬ 
dam  ;  I’m  the  raofl  of  a  Gentleman :  [ Searching  her 
Pockets.]  This  Necklace,  Madam;  I  never  was  rude  to 
any  Lady  ! - 1  have  a  Veneration— for  this  Neck¬ 
lace - [ Here  Archer  having  come  round ,  and  feisdd  the 

Pijiol ,  takes  Gibbet  by  the  Collar,  trips  up  his  Heels , 
and  claps  the  Pijiol  to  his  Breaji. 

Arch.  Hold,  profane  Villain,  and  take  the  Reward 
of  thy  Sacrilege. 

Gib.  Oh !  pray,  Sir,  don’t  kill  me ;  I  an’t  prepar’d. 
Arch.  How  many  is  there  of  ’em,  Scrub  ? 
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Scrub.  Five  and  Forty,  Sir. 

Arch.  Then  I  mud  kill  the  Villain,  to  have  him  out 
0"f  the  way. 

Gib.  Hold  !  hold  !  Sir ;  we  are  but  three,  upon  my 
Honour. 

Arch.  Scrub,  will  you  undertake  to  fecure  him  ? 

Sic  rub.  Not  I,  Sir,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Arch.  Run  to  Gipfef  s  Chamber,  there  you’ll  find  the 
Dodtor  ;  bring  him  hither  prefently. 

\_Exit  Scrub  running'. 

Come,  Rogue,  if  you  have  a  fhort  Prayer,  fay  it. 

Gib.  Sir,  I  have  no  Prayer  at  all;  the  Government 
has  provided  a  Chaplain  to  fay  Prayers  for  us  on  thefe 
Occafions. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  Sir,  don’t  kill  him— -You  fright 
me  as  much  as  him. 

Arch.  The  Dog  fnall  die,  Madam,  for  being  the  oc- 

cafion  of  my  Difeppointment- - Sirrah,  this  Moment 

is  your  lad. 

Gib.  Sir,  I’ll  give  you  two  hundred  Pounds  to  fpare 
my  Life. 

Arch.  Have  you  no  more,  Rafcal  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  I  can  command'  four  hundred;  but  I 
mult  referve  two  of ’em  to  fave  my  Life  at  the  Seffions. 

Enter  Scrub  aud  Foigard. 

Arch.  Here,  Doctor ;  I  fuppofe  Scrub  and  you,  be¬ 
tween  you,  may  manage  him - Lay  hold  of  him, 

Dcdtor.  [Foigard  lays  hold  s/’Gibbet. 

Gib.  What !  turn’d  ever  to  the  Pried  already  <— - 

Look’e,  Dodtor,  you  come  before  your  time ;  I  a’n’t 
condemn’d  yet,  I  thank  ye. 

Foig.  Come,  my  dear  Joy,  I  vil  fecure  your  Body 
and  your  Shoul  too :  I  vil  make  you  a  good  Catholick, 
and  give  .you  an  Abfolution. 

Gib.  Abfolution  !  can  you  procure  me  a  Pardon, 
Dodtor  ? 

Foig.  No,  Joy - 

Gib.  Then  you  and  your  Abfolution  may  go  to  the 
Devil. 

•  Arch. 
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Arch.  Cdnvey  him  into  the  Cellar,  there  bind  him: 

- . Take  the  Piftol,  and  if  he  offers  to  refill:,  (hoot 

him  thro’  the  Head - and  come  back  to  us  with  all 

the  Speed  you  can. 

Scrub.  Ay,  ay ;  come,  Doctor,  do  you  hold  him  fait, 
and  I’ll  guard  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  how  came  the  Doftor  ? 

Arch.  In  Ihort,  Madam- - [Shrieking without] 

’Sdeat’n !  the  Rogues  are  at  work  with  the  other  La¬ 
dies - -I’m  vex’d  I  parted  with  the  Piltol;  but  I  mult 

fly  to  their  Afliitance - Will  you  flay  here.  Madam, 

or  venture  your  felf  with  me? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Oh,  with  you,  dear  Sir,  with  you. 

[ Takes  him  by  the  Arm,  and  Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  another  Apartment  in  the  fame 
Houfe. 

Enter  Hounflow  dragging  the  Lady  Bountiful,  and 

Bagfhot  bawling  in  Donnda ;  the  Rogues  with  Swords 

drawn. 

Haunf.  Come,  come,  your  Jewels,  Miltrefs. 

Bagjh.  Your  Keys,  your  Keys,  old  Gentlewoman-. 

Enter  Aimwell  and  Cherry. 

Aim.  Tarn  this  way,  Villains;  I  durlt  engage  an 
Army  in  fuch  a  Caufe.'  [He  engages' em  both. 

Dor.  O,  Madam !  had  I  but  a  Sword  to  help  the 
brave  Man! 

L.  Bount.  There’s  three  or  four  hanging  up  in  the 
Hall  >  but  they  won’t  draw.  I’ll  go  fetch  one,  how¬ 
ever.  [Exit. 

Enter  Archer  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Arch.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord;  every  Man  his  Bird* 
pray.  \fihey  engage  Man  to  Man ;  the  Rogues  are 

thrown  down,  and  difarmed. 

Cher.  What!  the  Rogues  taken!  then  they’ll  im¬ 
peach  my  Father  !  I  mult  give  him  timely  Notice. 

[Runs  out. 

Arch.  Shall  we  kill  the  Rogues  ? 
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Aim.  No,  no;  we’ll  bind  them. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay;  here,  Madam,  lend  me  your  Garter. 

[To  Mrs.  Sullen,  who  Jiands  by  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Devil’s  in  this  Fellow;  he  fights, loves, 
and  banters,  all  in  a  Breath:  Here’s  a  Cord  that  the 
Rogues  brought  with  ’em,  I  fuppoie. 

Arch.  Right,  right;  the  Rogue’s  Deftiny,  a  Rope  to 

hang  himfelf - Come,  my  Lord, - this  is  but  a 

fcandalous  fort  of  an  Office ;  [ Binding  the  Rogues  toge¬ 
ther  ]  if  our  Adventures  lhou’d  end  in  this  fort  of  Hang¬ 
man-work;  but  I  hope'  there  is  fcmething  in  proipedt- 

that - [ Enter  Scrub.]  Well,  Scrub,  have  you  lecur’d 

you  r  T artar  ? 

Scrub.  Yes,  Sir;  I  left  the  Prieft  and  him  difputing 
about  Religion. 

Aim.  And  pray  carry  thefe  Gentlemen  to  reap  the 
Benefit  of  the  Controverfy.  [ Delivers  the  Prifoners  to 

Scrub,  i oho  leads  'em  out. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  Sifter,  how  came  my  Lord  here  ? 

Dor.  And  ptay,  how  came  the  Gentleman  here  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  I’ll  tell  you  the  greateft  Piece  of  Villany— • 

[T hey  talk  in  dumb  Shew. 

Aim.  I  fancy,  Archer,  you  have  been  more  fuccefs- 
ful  in  your  Adventures  than  the  Houfe-breakers. 

Arch.  No  matter  for  my  Adventure,  yours  is  the 

principal. - Prefs  her  this  minute  to  marry  you, 

- now,  while  file’s  hurried  between  the  Palpitation 

of  her  Fear  and  the  Joy  of  her  Deliverance;  now,  while 

the  Tide  of  her  Spirits  are  at  High-flood ; - throw 

your  felf  at  her  Feet,  fpeak  iome  Romantick  Nonfeafe 

or  other; - addrefs  her,  like  Alexander  in  the  Height 

of  his  Victory;  confound  her  Senfes,  bear  down  her 

Reafon,  and  away  with  her; - The  Prieft  is  now  in 

the  Cellar,  and  dare  not  refufe  to  do  the  Work. 

Enter  Lady  Bountiful. 

Aim.  But  how  fhall  I  get  off  without  being  obferv’d  i 

Arch.  Y ou  a  Lover  !  and  not  find  a  way  to  get  off : 

* - -Let  me  fee. 

Aim.  You  bleed,  Archer. 


Arch. 
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Arch.  ’Sdeath,  I’m  glad  on’t;  this  Wound  will  do 
the  Bufinefs - I’ll  amufe  the  old  Lady  and  Mrs.  Sul¬ 

len  about  drelfing  my  Wound,  while  you  carry  off  Do- 
rinda. 

L.  Boun.  Gentlemen,  cou’d  we  underftand  how  you 
wou’d  be  gratified  for  the  Services-  - - 

Arch.  Come,  come,  my  Lady,  this  is  no  time  for- 
Compliments;  I’m  wounded.  Madam. 

L.Boun.  and  Mrs.  Sul.  How!  wounded! 

Dor.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  receiv’d  no  hurt  ? 

Aim.  None  but  what  you  may  cure. - 

[ Makes  Love  in  dumb  Shew. 

L.  Boun.  Let  me  fee  your  Arm,  Sir - 1  mull  have- 

fome  Powder-fugar  to  flop  the  Blood - O  me!  An 

ugly  Gafh ;  upon  my  word.  Sir,  you  mull  go  into  Bed. 

Arch.  Ay,  my  Lady,  a  Bed  wou’d  do  very  well— 
Madam,  [to  Mrs.  Sullen]  will  you  do  me  the  Favour 
to  conduit  me  to  a  Chamber  ? 

L.  Boun.  Do,  do.  Daughter, - while  I  get  the 

Lint,  and  the  Probe,  and  the  Plaifter  ready. 

[ Runs  out  oneway,  Aimwell  carries  off  Dorinda 
another. 

Arch.  Come,  Madam,  why  don’t  you  obey .  your 
Mother’s  Commands. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  can  you,  after  what  is  pall,  have  the 
Confidence  to  alk  me  ? 

.  Arch.  And  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  you,  after 

what  is  pall,  have  the  Confidence  to  deny  me  ? — - - - 

Was  not  this  Blood  fhed  in  your  Defence,  and  my  Life 

expos’d  for  your  Protection? - Look’e  Madam,  I’m 

none  of  your  Romantick  Fools,  that  fight  Giants  and 
Monlters  for  nothing;  my  Valour  is  downright  Swifsi 
I  am  a  Soldier  of  Fortune,  and  mult  be  paid. 

Mrs.  Sul..  ’Tis  ungenerous  in  you,  Sir,  to  upbraid 
me  with  your  Services.- 

Arch.  ’Tis  ungenerous  in  you',  Madam,  not  to  reward  ' 
’em. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  !  At  the  Expence  of  my  Honour? 

Arch  Honour!  Cm  Honour  confiil  with  Ingrati¬ 
tude  ?  If  you  wou’d  deal  like  a  Woman  of  Honour,  do 
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^ike  a  Man  cf  Honour :  D’ye  think  I  would  deny  you 
in  fuch  a  Cafe  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scr.  Madam,  my  Lady  order’d  me  to  tell  you  that 
your  Brother  is  below  at  the  Gate. 

Mrs  Sul.  My  Brother!  Heavens  be  prais’d - Sir, 

he  (hall  thank  you  for  your  Services  ;  he  has  it  in 
his  power. 

Arch.  Who  is  your  Brother,  Madam? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir  Charles  Freeman --  ■  ■  "You’ll  excufe 
me,  Sir;  1  mull  go  and  receive  him. 

Arch.  Sir  Charles  Freeman!  ’Sdeath  and  Hell — — 
My  old  Acquaintance.  Now,  unlefs  Aimwell  has  made 
good  ufe  of  his  Time,  all  our  fair  Machine  goes  fouze 
into  the  Sea,  like  the  Edifone.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Gallery  in  the  fame  Houfe. 

Enter  Aimwell  and  Dorinda. 

Bor.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  you  have  conquer’d ; 
you r  ! ate  generous  A&ionwiil,  I  hope,  plead  for  my 
eafy  yielding;  tho’  I  muft  own,  your  Lcrdlhip  had  a 
Friend  in  the  Fort  before. 

Aim.  The  Sweets  of  Hyhla  dwell  upon  her  Tongue 
- - - Here,  Doctor - 

Enter  Folgard,  with  a  Book. 

Fair.  Are  you  prepar’d  boat  ? 

Bar.  I’m  ready:  But  firft,  my  Lord,  one  Word— 
I  have  a  frightful  example  of  a  hafty  Marriage  in  my 
own  Family;  when  I  rtfiecl  upon’t,  it  (hecks  me.— 
Pray,  my  Lord,  ccnfider  a  little - - 

Aim.  Ccnfider!  Do  you  doubt  my  Honour  or  my 
Love  ? 

Dor.  Neither;  I  do  believe  you  equally  juft  as  brave 

— - And  were  your  whole  Sex  drawn  out  for  me  to 

ehufe,  I  wou’d  not  call  a* look  upon  the  Multitude  if 

you  were  abfent - Bur,  my  Lord,  I’m  a  Woman  ; 

Colours,  Concealments,  may  hide  a  thoufand  Faults  in 

me 
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me - Therefore  know  me  better  firft ;  I  hardly  dare 

affirm  I  know  myfelf  in  any  thing  except  my  Love. 

Aim.  Such  Goodnefs  who  could  injure  !  I  find  my 
felf  unequal  to  the  Tafk  of  Villain ;  Ihe  has  gain’d  my 

Soul,  and  made  it  honed  like  her  own - 1  cannot  hurt 

her.  [ AJide .]  Dodlor,  retire.  [Exit  Foigard.]  Madam, 
behold  your  Lover  and  your  Profelyte,  and  judge  of  my 

Paffion  by  my'Converfion - I’m  all  a  Lye,  nor  dare 

I  give  a  Fidtion  to  your  Arms :  I’m  all  a  Counterfeit, 
except  my  Paffion. 

Dor.  Forbid  it.  Heaven!  a  Counterfeit! 

Aim.  I  am  no  Lord,  but  a  poor  needy  Man,  come 
with  a  mean,  a  fcandalous  Dehgn  to  prey  upon  ycur 
Fortune— But  the  Beauties  of  your  Mind  and  Perfon 
have  fo  won  me  from  my  felf,  that,  like  a  trufty  Ser¬ 
vant,  I  prefer  the  Intereft  of  my  Mifcrefs  to  my  own. 

Dor.  Sure  I  have  had  the  Dream  of  fome  poor  Ma¬ 
riner,  a  fleeping  Image  of  a  welcome  Port,  and  wake 
involv’d  in  Storms - Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you? 

Aim.  Brother  to  the  Man  whofe  Title  I  ufurp’d,  but 
Stranger  to  his  Honour  or  his  Fortune. 

Dor.  Matchlefs  Honefty !  — Once  I  was  proud,  Sir, 
cf  your  Wealth  and  Title,  but  now  am  prouder  that 
you  want  it:  Now  I  can  fhew,  my  Love  was  juftly  le- 
vell’d,  and  had  no  Aim  but  Love.  Dodlor,  come  in. 

Enter  Foigard  at  one  Door,  Gipfey  at  another,  who 
whifpers  Dorinda. 

Your  Pardon,  Sir,  we  fha’n’t  want  you  now.  Sir,  yon 
mull  excufe  me - I’ll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

[ Exit  with  Gipfey, 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  now,  dis  is  foolilh.  [Exit. 

Aim.  Gone  !  And  bid  the  Priell  depart - It  has  an 

ominous  Look. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  Courage,  Tom- - Shall  I  with  you  Joy 

Aim.  No. 

Arch.  Oons!  Man,  what  ha’  you  been  doing 

Aim.  O  Archer ,  my  Honefly,  I  fear,  has  ruin’d  me. 

Arch.  Howl 


82  The  Beaux  Strata  gem.. 

■Aim.  I  have  difcover’d  my  felf. 

Arch.  Difcover’d !  And  without  my  Confent  ?  What ! 
Have  I  embark’d  my  fmall  Remains  in  the  fame  Bot¬ 
tom  with  yours,  and  you  difpofe  of  all  without  my 
Partnerfhip. 

Aim.  O  Archer,  I  own  my  Fault. 

Arch.  After  Conviction - ’Tis  then  too  late  for  Par¬ 
don - —You  may  remember,  Mr .  Aimvoell,  that  you 

propos’d  this  Folly — As  you  begun,  fo  end  it — Hence¬ 
forth  I’ll  hunt  my  Fortune  fmgle. - So  farewell. 

Aim.  Stay,  my  dear  Archer,  but  a  minute. 

Arch.  Stay  !  What,  to  be  defpis’d,  expos’d,  and  laugh’d 

at !- - No:  I  wou’d  fooner  change  Conditions  with 

the  work  of  the  Rogues  we  juft  now  bound,  than  bear 
one  fcornful  Smile  from  the  proud  Knight,  that  once  I 
treated  as  my  Equal. 

Aim.  What  Knight  ? 

Arch.  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  Brother  to  the  Lady  that 

I  had  aboil - But  no  matter  for  that,  ’tis  a  curfed 

Night’s  Work ;  and  fo  I  leave  you  to  make  the  beft  on’t. 

Aim.  Freeman! - One  Word,  Archer.  Still  I 

have  Hopes  j  methought  fhe  receiv’d  my  Confellion 
with  Pleafure. 

Arch.  ’Sdeath,  who  doubts  it  ? 

Aim.  She  confented  after  to  the  Match ;  and  ftill  I 
dare  believe  fhe  will  be  juft. 

Arch.  To  her  felf,  I  warrant  her,  as  you  fhou’d 
have  been. 

Aim .  By  ail  my  Hopes  fhe  comes,  and  fmiling  comes. 

Enter  Dorinda  mighty  gay. 

Dor.  Come,  my  dear  Lord - 1  fly  w  ith  Impatience 

to  your  Arms - The  Minutes  of  my  Abfence  was  a 

tedious  Year.  Wiiere’s  this  Prieft? 

Enter  Foigard. 

Arch.  Ocns,  a  brave  Girl ! 

Dor.  I  iuppofe,  my  Lord,  this  Gentleman  is  privy 
to  our  Affairs? 

Arch.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  Pm  to  be  your  Father. 

Dor , 
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Dor.  Come,  Prieft,  do  your  Office. 

Arch.  Make  haite,  make  halte ;  couple  ’em  any 
way  [Takes  AimwelLr  Hand.  ]  Come,  Madam,  I’m  to 
give  you. 

Dor.  My  Mind’s  alter’d ;  I  won’t. 

Arch.  Eh - 

Aim.  I’m  confounded. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  and  ffio  is  my  ffielf. 

Arch.  What’s  the  matter  now.  Madam  ? 

Dor.  Look’e,  Sir,  one  generous  A ftion  deferves  ano¬ 
ther - This  Gentleman’s  Honour  oblig’d  him  to  hide 

nothing  from  me  ;  my  Juftice  engages  me  to  conceal  no¬ 
thing  from  him  :  In  ihort,  Sir,  you  are  the  Perfon  that 
you  thought  you  counterfeited;  you  are  the  true  Lord 
Vifcount  AimnjcclT,  and-  I-'wilh  your  Lordfhip  Joy. 
Now,  Prieft,  you  may  be  gone  >  if  my  Lord  is  now 
pleas’d  with  the  Match,  let  his  Lcrdlhip  marry  me  in 
the  Face  of  the  World. 

Aim.  Archer,  what  does  fhe  mean  ? 

Dor.  Here’s  a  Witnefs  for  my  Truth. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Sir  Ch.  My  dear  Lord  Ainiiuell,  I  wilh  you  Joy. 

Aim.  Of  what? 

Sir  Ch.  Of  your  Honour  and  Eftate.  Your  Brother 
died  the  Day  before  I  left  London ;  and  all  your  Friends 
have  writ  after  you  to  BrnJJels ;  among  the  reft,  I  did 
my  felf  the  Honour. 

Arch.  Heark’e,  Sir  Knight,  don’t  you  banter  now  ? 

Sir  Ch.  ’Tis  truth,  upon  my  Honour. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  the  pregnant  Stars  that  form’d  this 
Accident. 

Arch.  Thanks  to  the  Womb  of  Time  that  brought 
it  forth ;  away  with  it. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  my  Guardian  Angelthat  led  me  to 
the  Prize——  [Taking  Dorinda’r  Hand. 

Arch.  And  double  Thanks  to. the  noble  Sir  Charles 
Freeman.  My  Lord,  I  wifi  you  Joy.  My  Lady  I  wifh 

you  Joy - I-gad,  Sir  Freeman,  you’re  the  ho- 

nefteft.  Fellow  living - ’Sdeath,  I’m  grown  ftrangely 

airy 


w 
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airy  upon  this  Matter  -  —My  Lord,  how  a’ye  ? - - 

A  Word,  my  Lord:  Don’t  you  remember  icmething 
of  a  previous  Agreement,  that  entitles  me  to  the  Moi¬ 
ety  of  this  Lady’s  Fortune,,  which,  I  think,  will  a- 
mount  .o  hve  thousand  Pound. 

Aim.  Not  a  Penny,  Archer:  You  wou’d  ha’ cutuny 
Throat  juft  now,  becaufe  I  wou’d  not  deceive  this 
Ladyu 

Arch.  Ay,  and  I’ll  cut  your  Throat  full,  if  you  fhou’d 
deceive  her  now. 

Aim.  That’s  what  I  expefl;  and  to  end  the  Difpute, 
the  Lady’s  Fortune  is  ten  thoufand  Pound,  we’ll  di¬ 
vide  the  Stakes ;  take  the  ten  thoufand  Pound,  or  the 
Lady. 

D:r.  How  !  Is  your  Lordfhip  fo  indifferent  ? 

Arch.  No,  no,  no.  Madam ;  his  Lordfhip  knows  very 
well,  that  I’ll  take  the  Money;  I  leave  you  to  his 
Lordfhip,  and  fo  we’re  both  provided  for. 

_E/;Orr  Foigard. 

Foig.  Arra  fait,  de  People  do  fay  you  be  all  robb’d, 

j°y-  .  ; 

Aim.  The  Ladies  have  been  in  fome  danger.  Sir,  as 
you  faw. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  oiir  Inn  be  robb’d  too. 

Aim.  Our  Inn  !  By  whom? 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shalwarion,  our  Landlord  has  robb’d 
himfelf,  and  run  away  wid  da  Money, 

Arch.  Robb’d  himfelf! 

Foig.  Ay  fait !  and  me  too  of  a  hundred  Pounds. 

Arch.  Robb’d  you  of  a  hundred  Pound  ! 

Foig.  Yes  fait,  Honny,  that  I  aid  owe  him. 

Aim.  Our  Money’s  gone,  Frank. 

Arch.  Rot  the  Money,  my  Wench  is  gone —  '  ■■ 

Sqavez  i :ou:  quelque  chofe  de  Madamoifille  Cherry  ? 

Enter  a  Fellow  with  a  Jlrong  Box  and  a  Letter. 

Fell.  Is  there  one  Martin  here  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  ay, - who  wants  him? 

Fell.  I  have  a  Box  here,  and  a  Letter  for  him. 


Arch. 
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J,ch.  [' Taking  the  Box.']  Ha,  ha,  ha,  wlat’s  here? 
legerdemain!  By  this  Li  gut,  my  Lord,  our  Money 
!  gain!  but  this  unfolds  -the  Riddle.  [ Opening  the  Let- 

er,  rM.i.]Hum,  hum,  hum - O,  ’tis  ior  the  publick 

3ood,  and  mull  be  communicated  to  the  Company. 


Mr.  Martin, 

JbTlf  Father  being  afraid  cf  an  Impeachment  by  the 
Rogues  that  are  taken  to-night,  is  gone  off ;  but  if 
10u  can  procure  him  a  Pardon,  he'll  make  great  Difcove- 
v-ics  that  may  be  ufeful  to  the  Country.  Coil’d  I  hay p 
met  you  injlead  of  your  Mafer  to-night ,  I  woud  have 
deliver'd  my  felf  into  your  hands,  with  a  Sum  that  much 
exceeds  that  in  your  jirong  Box,  which  1  have  fent  you, 
with  an  Affurance  to  my  dear  Martin,  that  I  Jhall  ever 
be  his  mof  faithful  Friend  till  Death , 

Cherry  Boniface., 


There’s  a  Billet-doux  for  you  — As  for  the  Father,  I 
think  he  ought  to  be  encouraged ;  and  for  the  Daugh¬ 
ter _ Pray,  my  Lord,  periuade  your  Bride  to  take 

her  into  her  Service  inilead  of  Gipfey. 

Aim.  I  can  allure  you.  Madam,  your  Deliverance 
was  owing  to  her  Ddcovery. 

Dor.  Your  Command,  my  Lord,  will  do  without 
the  Obligation.  I’ll  take  care  of  her. 

Sir  Cb.  This  good  Company  meets  opportunely  in. 
favour  of  a  Dehgn  I  have  in  behalf  of  my  unfortunate 
Siller :  I  intend  to  part  her  from  her  Husband. — Gen¬ 
tlemen,  will  you  a(M  me  ? 

Arch.  A ihtl  you  !  ’Sdeath,  who  wou’d  not  ? 

Rag.  Ay,  upon  my  Shoul,  well  all  affiiilL 
jUfeL  "/ 

Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  What's  all  this? - They  tell  me,  Spoufe,  that 

you  had  like  to  have  been  robb’d. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Truly,  Spoufe,  I  was  pretty  near  it- 
Had  notthefe  two  Gentlemen  interpos’d. 

Sul.  How  came  thefe  Gentlemen  here  ? 


Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Sul.  That’s  his  way  of  returning  Thanks,  yoc 
mull  know. 

Foig.  Ay,  but  upon  my  Confluence  de  Queftior 
be  a  pnpo,  for  all  dat. 

Sir  Char.  You  promis’d  laft  Night,  Sir,  that  yot 
would  deliver  your  Lady  to  me  this  Morning. 

Sul.  Humph. - 

Arch.  Humph!  What  do  you  mean  by  Humph? — 

Sir,  you  flball  deliver  her - In  fhort.  Sir.  we  have 

fav’d  you  and  your  Family;  and  if  you  are  not  civil, 
we’ll  unbind  the  Rogues,  join  with  them,  and  let  fire 

to  your  Ho  trie - What  does  the  Man  mean?  Not 

part  with  his  Wife ! ' 

Foig.  Arra,  not  part  wid  your  Wife !  Upon  my 
Shoul  de  Man  does  not  underhand  common  Shivility. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  Gentlemen;  all  things  here  mull 
move  by  Confent;  Comp ulfion  would  fpoil  us:  Let 
my  Dear  and  I  talk  the  Matter  over,  and  you  fhall 
judge  it  between  us. 

Sul.  Let  me  know  firil  who  are  to  be  our  judges : - 

Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Sir  Ch.  I  am  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  come  to  take  a- 
way  your  Wife. 

Sul.  And  you,  good  Sir  ? 

Aim.  Charles  Vifcount  Ainrwell come  to  take  away 
your  Siller. 

Sul.  And  you,  pray  Sir? 

Arch.  Francis  Archer,  Efq  ;  come— — — — 

Sul.  To  take  away  my  Mother,I  hope - Gentle¬ 

men,  you’re  heartily  welcome :  I  never  met  with  three 
more  obliging  People  fincel  was  born  ■—  And  now, 
my  Dear,  if  you  pleafe,  you  fhall  have  the  firil  Word. 

Arch.  And  the  Jail,  for  five  Pound.  \Apde. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Spoufe. 

Sul.  Rib. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  long  have  you  been  marry’d? 

Sul.  By  the  Almana:k,  fourteen  Months-  .  but 

by  my  Account,  fourteen  Years. 

Mrs.  Sul.  ’Tis  thereabout  by  my  Reckoning. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Confluence  dere  Accounts  vil  agree, 

lvlrs. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  Spoufe,  what  did  you  marry  for? 
Sul.  To  get  an  Heir  to  my  Eftate. 

Sir  Ch.  And  have  you  fucceeded? 

Sul  No. 

Arch.  Tire  Condition  fails  of  his  fide.— —Pray, 
Madam,  what  did  you  marry  for? 

Mrs.  Sul.  To  lupport  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Sex  by 
the  Strength  of  his,  and  to  enjoy  the  Pleafures  of  an 
agreeable  Society. 

Sir  Ch.  Are  your  Expectations  anfwer’d? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No. 

Foig.  Arra  Honeys,  a  clear  Caafe,  a  clear  Caafe  ? 

.  Sir  Ch.  What  are  the  Bars  to  your  mutual  Content¬ 
ment  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  In  the  firft  place,  I  can’t  drink  Ale  with  him, 
Sul.  Nor  can  I  drink  Tea  with  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  can’t  hunt  with  you. 

Sul.  Nor  can  I  dance  with  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hate  Cocking  and  Racing, 

Sul.  And  I  abhor  Ombre  and  Picquet. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Your  Silence  is  intolerable. 

Sul.  Your  Prating  is  worfe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Have  we  not  been  a  perpetual  Offence  to 

each  other - A  gnawing  Vulture  at  the  Heart? 

Sul.  A  frightful  Goblin  to  the  Sight. 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  Porcupine  to  the  Feeling. 

Sul.  Perpetual  Wormwood  to  the  Take. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Is  there  on  Earth  a  thing  we  can  agree  in? 

Sul  Yes - to  part. 

Mrs.S«/.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sul.  Your  Hand. 

Mrs.  Sul  Here. 

Sul.  Thefe  Hands  join’d  us,  thefe  IhalF  part  us.— — • 
Away————. 

Mrs.  Sul.  North. 

Sul.  South. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Eaft. 

Sul.  Wek - far  as  the  Poles  alunder. 

Folg.  Upon  my  Shoul,  a  very  pretty  Sheremony. 

Sir  Ch.  Now,  Mr.  Sullen,  there  wants  only  my  Si¬ 
fter's  Fortune  to  make  c$  eafy.  Sul. 
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Sul.  Sir  Charles,  you  love  your  Sifter,  and  I  lovelier 
Fortune  ;  every  one  to  his  Fancy, 

Arch.  Then  you  won’t  refund? 

Sul.  Not  a  Stiver. 

Arch.  What  is  her  Portion  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Ten  Thoufand  Pound,  Sir. 

Arch.  I’ll  pay  it:  my  Lord,  I  thank  him,  has  enabled 
me ;  and  if  the  Lady  pleafes,  fhe  lhall  go  home  with  me. 
This  Night’s  Adventure  has  proved  ltrangely  lucky  to 
us  all— For  Captain  Gibbet ,  in  his  Walk,  has  made  bold, 
Mr.  Sullen,  with  your  Study  andEfcritore,  and  has  taken 
out  all  the  Writings  of  your  Eftate,  all  the  Articles  of 
Marriage  with  your  Lady,  Bills,  Bonds,  Leafes,  Receipts, 
to  an  infinite  Value ;  I  took  ’em  from  him,  and  I  de-> 
liver  them  to  Sir  Charles. 

[G  Acs  him  a  Parcel  of  Papers  and  Parchments. 

Sul.  How,  my  Writings!  my  Head  akes  confumedly. 
» — Well,  Gentlemen,  you  lhall  have  her  Fortune,  but 
I  can’t  talk.  If  you  have  a  mind.  Sir  Charles,  to  be 
merry,  and  celebrate  my  Sifter’s  Wedding  and  my  Di¬ 
vorce,  you  may  command  my  Houfe : - but  my  Head 

akes  confumedly : - Scrub,  bring  me  a  Dram. 

Arch.  Madam  [to  Mrs.  Sul.]  there’s  a  Country-Dance 
to  the  Trifle  that  I  rung  to-day;  your  Hand,  and  we’ll 
lead  it  up. 

Here  a  Dance . 

Arch.  ’Tvvould  be  hard  to  guefs  which  of  thefe  Par¬ 
ties  is  the  better  pleas’d,  the  Couple  join’d,  or  the  Couple 
parted ;  the  one  rejoicing  in  hopes  of  an  untafted  Hap- 
pinefs,  and  the  other  in  their  Deliverance  from  an  ex¬ 
perienc’d  Mifery. 

Both  happy  in  their  fenj'ral  States  wf  find : 

Fhofi  parted  by  Confent,  and  thofe  conjoin’d. 

Confent,  if  mutual,  fa<ves  the  Lawyer' s  Fee : 

Confent  is  Law  enough  to  fit  you  free. 

Fhe  END  of  the  Fifth  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE, 


to  be  /poke  in  the  Beaux 

Stratagem. 


By  Mr.  SMITH,  the  Author  of 
Phidra  and  Hypolitus.* 


/F  to  our  Play  your  Judgment  Tan' the  kind, 

Let  its  expiring  Author  Pity  find : 

Survey  his  mournful  Cafe  with  melting  Eyes, 
Nor  let  the  Bard  be  damn'd  before  he  dies. 

Forbear,  you  Fair,  on  his  lafi  Scene  to  frown. 

But  his  true  Exit  with  a  Plaudit  crown ; 

Then  /hall  the  dying  Poet  ceafe  to  fear 

The  dreadful  Knell,  while  your  Applaufe  he  hears. 

At  Leuftra  fo  the  conqu  ring  Theban  dy'd. 

Claim' d  bis  Friends  Praifes,  but  their  Tears  deny  d: 
Pleas  din  the  Pangs  of  Death,  he  greatly  thought 
Conquefi  with  Lofsof  Life  but  cheaply  bought. 

The  Difference  this,  the  Greek  was  one  wou'd fight. 
As  brave,  tho'  not  fo  gas,  as  Serjeant  Kite; 

Ye  Sons  of  Will’ j,  what's  that  to  thofewho  write! 

To  Thebes  alone  the  Grecian  ow'd  his  Bays : 

You  ?nay  the  Bard  above  the  Hero  raife. 

Since  yours  is  greater  than  Athenian  Praife. 


SONG 
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SONG  of  a  Trifle. 


Sung  by  Archer  in  the  Third  Ac  T. 

A  Trifling  Song  you  J. 'ball  hear. 

Begun  <with  a  Trifle  and  ended : 

AIL  1  rifling  Ptople  dram  near. 

And  Ijhall  he  nobly  attended. 

Were  it  not  for  Trifles,  a  fern, 

That  lately  have  come  into  Play ; 

The  Men  veou'd  vjant  fomething  to  do. 

And  the  Women  veant fomething  to  fay. 

What  males  Men  trifle  in  Drefflng  ? 

Becaufe  the  Ladies  ( they  know  J 
Admire,  hv  often  Poffefling, 

That  eminent  Trifle  a  Beau. 

When  the  Lover  his  Moments  has  Trifl'd, 

The  Trifle  of  Trifles  to  gain  : 

No  fconerthe  Virgin  is  rifl d, 

But  a  Trifle fhall  part  'em  again. 

What  mart  A  Man  <wou  d  be  able 
At  WhiteV  half  an  hour  to  fit  ? 

Or  mho  coiid  bear  a  Tea=fab!e, 

Without  talking  of  Trifles  for  Wit? 

The  Court  is  from  Trifles  fecure. 

Gold  Keys  are  no  Trifles,  me  fee : 

White  Rods  are  no  Trifles,  I'm  fare, 

Whatever  their  Bearers  may  be, 

Bin 
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tut  if you  will  go  to  the  Place, 

'Where  Trifles  abundantly  breed. 

The  Levee  will /hew you  his  Grace 
Vlakes  Promifes  'Trifles  indeed. 

A  Coach  with  fix  Footmen  behind \ 
l ' count  neither  Trifle  nor  Sin  : 

But,  ye  Gods  !  how  oft  do  we  find 
A  fiandalous  Trifle  within  ? 

A  Flajk  of  Champaign,  People  think  it 
A  Trifle,  or  fame  thing  as  bad: 

But  if  you'll  contrive  how  to  drink  it. 

You  ll  find  it  no  Trifle  egad. 

A  Par  fort s  a  Trifle  at  Sea, 

A  Widow's  a  Trifle  in  Sorrow : 

A  Peace  is  a  Trifle  to-day  : 

Who  knows  what  may  happen  to-morrow  ? 

A  Black -Coat  a  Trifle  may  cloak. 

Or  to  hide  in,  the  Red  may  endeavour; 
But  if  once  the  Army  is  broke. 

We  Jhall  have  more  T rifles  than  ever. 

The  Stage  is  a  Trifle,  the  fay  ; 

The  Reafon,  pray  carry  along, 

Becaufe  at  evry  new  Play, 

The  Hcufe  they  with  Trifles  fo  throng. 

Bat  with  People's  Malice  to  Trifle, 

And  to  fet  us  all  on  a  Foot  : 

The  Author  of  this  is  a  Trifle, 

And  his  Song  is  a  Trifle  to  boot. 
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THE  Works  of  Chancery  by  Mr.  Vrry. 

- Ditto  on  Royal  Paper. — * — 

Mr.  Pope's  Homer's  Iliad,  6Vol.  on  the  bell; 


i  iy 

3  o 


Royal  Paper,  with  his  Works.  J 
■  Ditto  fecond  Royal(Subfcription  Boohs.) 
-Ditto  large  Paper,  Folio.- — mi  ■  ■ 
-Ditto  fmall  Paper,  Folio. 
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-Ditto  1 2°,  bound  with  Dr.  King's  Hi-  1 
ftory  of  the  Heathen  Gods.- - -  j 


-His  Homer's  Odyffey,  five  Volumes,  ) 
in  large  Paper,  Folio.-  ■  —  3 

—Ditto  fmall  Paper."" 

-Ditto  in  1 2e 
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Sir  Richard  Steel's  Comedies, 

- - His  Confcious  Lovers. - 

Mr.  Southern's  Comedies.— 

Ajax,  Eleftra,  and  Oedipus,  from 


Sophocles. 

jane  Shore  and  Jane  Gray,  by  Mr.  Rouse. 
The  Fair  Example,  or  Modifh  Citizens,  by  ? 

Mr.  Ejlcourt - - - -  - - j 

* - Prunella. - - - - 


Chit-Chat,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  Killcgrew. 
Hypermneffra,  or  Love  in  T ears,  by  Mr.  Owen. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

P  E  R  E  G  R  I  N  E, 

Lord  Marquefs  of  Carmarthen , 
8cc. 


My  LORD, 

p^E  I N  G  equally  a  Stranger  to  your 
Lordship,  and  the  whole  Nobi¬ 
lity  of  this  Kingdom,  fomething  of. 
a  natural  Impulfe  and  afpiting  Mo¬ 
tion  in  my  Inclinations,  has  prompt¬ 
ed  me,  tho’  I  hazard  a  Prefumption, 
to  declare  my  Relpedt ;  And  be  the 
Succefs  how  it  will,  I  am  vain  of  nothing  in  this 
Piece,  but  the  Choice  of  my  Patron  ;  I  fhall  be  fo 
far  thought  a  judicious  Author,  whofe  principal 
Bufinefs  is  to  defign  his  Works  an-Offering  to  the 
greateft  Honour  and  Merit. 

I  cannot  here.  My  Lord,  ftand  accufed  of  any 
fort  of  Adulation,  but  to  my  felf ;  becaufe  Com¬ 
plements  due  to  Merit  return  upon  the  Giver,  and 
the  only  Flattery  is  to  my  felf,  whilft  I  attempt 
your  Lordship’s  Praife.  I  dare  make  no  Eflay 
on  your  Lordship’s  youthful  Bravery  and  Cou¬ 
rage,  becaufe  fuch  is  always  guarded  with  Modefty, 
but  fhall  venture  to  prefent  you  fome  Lines  on  this 
Subjedt,  which  the  World  will  undoubtedly  apply 
to  your  Lordship. 

A  3  Courage, 


Epistle  Dedicatory. 

Courage ,  the  highejl  Gift,  that  for  ns  to  bend 

To- ms  an  TFevices  for  a  fordid  End  : 

C-irage. —  an  independent  Spark  from  Heaven's 
bright  Throne , 

By  vjhich  the  Soulfands  rais'd ,  triumphant ,  high, 

.  alone  ; 

C>  eat  in  itfeij \  not  Praifes  of  the  Crowds 

Above  all  Vice ,  it  / loops  not  to  be  proud. 

Courage ,  the  mighty  Attribute  of  Powers  above , 

By  which  thofe  great  in  War,  are  great  in  Love. 

1  he  Spring  of  all  brave  Adis  is  feated  here , 

As  Faljhoods  draw  their  fordid  Birth  from  Fear. 

T  he  belt  and  nobleft  Part  of  Mankind  pay  Ho¬ 
mage  to  Royalty  ;  what  Veneration  then  is  due  to 
thofe  V  irtues  and  Endowments  which  even  engaged 
the  RefpeCt  of  Royalty  itfelf,  in  thePerfon  of  one 
of  the  greateft  Emperors  in  the  World,  who  chofe 
your  Lordship  not  only  as  a  Companion,  but  a 
Conductor? 

He  wanted  the  Fire  of  fuch  a  Briton  to  animate 
his  cold  Ruffians,  and  would  therefore  choofe  you 
his  Leader  in  War,  as  in  Travel:  He  knew  the 
Fury  of  the  Turk  could  be  only  ftopt  by.  an  Engli/h 
Nobleman,  as  the  Power  of  France  was  by  an 
Engli/h  King.  A  Senfe  of  this  Greatnefs,  which 
might  deter  others,  animates  me  to  addrefs  your 
Lordship  ;  refolv’d  that  my  firlt  Mufe  fhould 
take  an  high  and  daring  Flight,  I  afpir’d  to  your 
Lordship’s  Protection  for  this  Trifle,  which  I 
mult  own  my  felf  now  proud  of,  affording  me  this 
Opportunity  of  humbly  declaring  my  felf. 

My  Lord, 

Tour  Lor df  hip's  mojl  devoted  Servant , 

G.  Farquhar, 


PROLOGUE, 

By  J.  H. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Powell,  a  Servant  attending, 
with  a  Bottle  of  Wine. 


S  fiubborn  Atbeijls ,  'who  difdain  to  pray. 

Repent,  thd  late ,  upon  their  dying  Day  ; 

So  in  their  Pangs  moft  Authors,  rack'd 'with 

[Fears, 

Implore  your  Mercy  in  our  fuppliant  Pray'rs. 

But  our  new  Author  has  no  Caufi  maintain'd. 

Let  him  not  lofe  what  he  has  never  gain  d ; 

Love  and  a  Bottle  are  his  peaceful  Arms, 

Ladies  and  Gallants,  have  not  Ihefe fame  Charms? 

For  Love,  all  Mankind  to  the  Fair  mujl  fue\ 

And,  Sirs,  the  Bottle  he  prefints  to  you. 

Health  to  the  Play — [drinks]  e'en  let  it  fairly  pafs. 

Sure  none  fit  here  that  will  refufe  their  Glafsf 

O,  there' s  a  damning  Soldier - let  me  think  -  -  - 

He  looks  as  he  were fiworn— to  what?  To  drink,  [drinks. 
Come  on  then  ;  Foot  to  Foot  be  boldly  fet. 

And  our  young  Author's  'new  Commijfion  wet. 

He  and  his  Bottle  here  attend  their  Doom, 

From  you  the  Poet's  Helicon  mufi  come ; 

If  he  has  any  Foes,  to  make  amends, 

He  gives  his  Service— [drinks.]  Sure  you  now  are  Friends.  1 
No  Critick  here  will  he  provoke  to  fight. 

The  Day  be  theirs,  he  only  begs  his  Night. 

Pray  pledge  him  now,  fecur' d from  cllAbufe, 

Then  name  the  "Health  you  love ,  let  none  ref ufe, 

But  each  Man's  Mifirefs  be  the  Poet's  Mufi.  ' 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perform 


Roebuck. 


Lovejuell. 


.Mockmode. 


Lyrick. 

Pamphlet. 

Rigadoon. 

Aimblenurid. 

Club. 

Brujb. 


An  Irijh  Gentleman, 
of  a  wild  roving 
Temper  ;  newly 
come  to  London. 

His  Friend,  foberand 
tnodeft,  in  love 
with  Lucinda. 

'A  young  ’Squire, 
come  newly  from 
theUniverfitv,and 
fetting  up  for  a 
Beau. 

A  Poet. 

A  Bookfeller. 

A  Dancing-Mailer. 

A  Fencing-Mailer. 

Servant  to  Mock7>iode. 

Servant  to  Lo'vevjell. 


j»Mr.  Williams. 

|  Mr.  Mills. 

I 

>Mr.  Bullock . 

Mr.  Johnfon. 

^  Mr.  Haynes. 

Mr.  AJhton. 

Mr.  Pinkethman. 
Mr.  Fait-bank. 


Lucinda. 

Leanthe. 

Trudge. 

Rulfincb. 

Pindrefs. 


A  Lady  of  conlide-  7  ,  ,  „ 

_  table  Fortune.  _  ^  Ro*ers' 
'  Siller  to  Laojenjoell,  in'! 

love  with  Roebuck,  (  Mrs.  Maria 
and  difguis’d  as  f  /on. 
Lucindas  Page.  J 
’Whore  to  Roebuck.  Mrs.  Mills. 

'  Landlady  to  Mock- 1 

mode,  Lyrick,  and  >  Mrs.  Povcel. 
Trudge.  j 

Attendant  and  Con- 7  u 
fident  to  Lucinda.  }  Mrs-  Moor* 


AlU 


Bailiffs,  Beggar,  Porter,  Mafques,  Attendants. 

SCENE,  LONDON. 


LOVE  and  a  BOTTLE. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE,  Lincoln's- Inn-Fields.  - 


Enter  Roebuck  in  a  Riding  Habit  folus,  repeating  the 
following  Line. 

HUS  far  our  Arms  ha-ue  with  Succefs 
been  Crown'd  — — ~  Heroically  fpoken, 
faith,  of  a  Fellow  that  has  not  one 
Farthing  in  his  Pocket !  If  I  have  one 
Penny  to  buy  a  Halter  withal  in  my 
prefent  Neceffity,  may  I  be  hang’d  ; 
tho’  I'm  reduc’d  to  a  fair  way  of  ob¬ 
taining  one  methodically  very  foon,  if  Robbery  or 
Theft  will  purchafe  the  Gallows.  But  hold — can’t  I 
rob  honourably,  by  turning  Soldier  ? 

Enter  a  Cripple,  begging. 

Crip.  One  Farthing  to  the  poor  old  Soldier,  for  the 
Lord’s  fake. 

Roeb.  Ha !  — - a  Glimpfe  of  Damnation  juft  as 

a  Man  is  entering  into  Sin,  is  no  great  Policy  of  the 
Devil. - But  how  long  did  you  bear  Arms,  Friend? 

Crip.  Five  Years,  an’t  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

A.S- 
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Roeb,  And  how  long  has  that  honourable  Crutch 
born  you. 

Crip.  Fifteen,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Very  pretty !  Five  Year  a  Soldier,  and  fif¬ 
teen  a  Beggar! - This  is  Hell  right!  An  Age  of 

Damnation,  for -  a  momentary  Offence.  Thy  Con¬ 
dition,  Fellow,  is  preferable  to  mine  ;  the  merciful 
Bullet,  more  kind  than  thy  ungrateful  Country,  has 
given  thee  a  Debenture  in  thy  broken  Leg,  from 
which  thou  canll  draw  a  more  plentiful  Maintenance 
than  I  from  all  my  Limbs  in  Perfection.  Prithee, 
Friend,  why  wou’dll  thou  beg  of  me  ?  Dolt  think  I 
s  am  rich  ? 

Crip.  No,  Sir,  and  therefore  I  believe  you  Chari¬ 
table.  Your  warm  Fellows  are  fo  much  above  the 
Senfe  of  our  Mifery,  that  they  can’t  pity  us  ;  and 
I  have  always  found  it,  by  fad  Experience,  as  needlefs 
to  beg  of  a  rich  Man,  as  a  Clergy-man.  Our  greatefl 
BenefaCtors,  the  brave  Officers,  are  all  disbanded,  and 
mufc  now  turn  Beggars  like  my  felf;  and  fo,  Times 
are  very  hard,  Sir. 

Roeb.  What !  are  the  Soldiers  more  charitable  than 
the  Clergy? 

'  Crip.  Ay,  Sir,  a  Captain  will  fay  Dam’me,  and  give 
me  Six-pence;  and  a  Parfon  lhall  whine  out  God  blefs 
,  me,  and  give  me  not  a  Farthing :  Now  I  think  the 
1  Officer’s  Bleffing  much  the  belt. 

'  Roeb.  Are  the  Beau’s  never  compaffionate? 

Crip.  The  great  full  Wigs  they  wear,  Hop  their  Ears 
fo  clofe,  that  they  can’t  hear  us ;  and  if  they  fhou’d, 
they  never  have  any  Farthings  about  ’em. 

Roeb.  Then  I -am  a  Beau,  Friend;  therefore  pray 
leave  me.  Beggjng  from  a  generous  Soul,'  that  has 
not  to  bellow,  is  more  tormenting  than  Robbery  to 
a  Mifer  in  his  Abundance.  Prithee,  Friend,  be  thou 
charitable  for  once;  1  beg  only  the  Favour  which  rich 
Friends  bellow,  a  little  Advice :  I  am  as  poor  as  thou 
art,  and  am  defigning  to  turn  Soldier. 

Crip.  No,  no.  Sir.  See  what  an  honourable  Poll 
I  am  forc'd  to  Hand  to;  my  Rags  are  Scarecrows 

Efficient 
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fufficient  to  frighten  any  one  from  the  Field  ;  rafhei 
turn  Bird  of  Prey  at  home.  [Shewing  bis  Crutch. 

Roeb.  Grammercy,  old  Devil ;  I  find  Hell  has  its 
Pimps  of  the  poorer  fort,  as  well  as  of  the  vffijgftby. 
I  fancy,  Friend,  thou  haft  got- a  Cloven  Foor^lread 
of  a  broken  Leg.  ’Tis  a  hard  Cafe  that  a  Man  mu'ft 
never  expedt  to  go  nearer  Heav’n  than  fome  fteps  ol 
a  Ladder.  But  ’tis  unavoidable ;  I  have  my  Wants 
to  lead,  and  the  Devil  to  drive ;  and  if  I  can’t  meet 
my  Friend  Love-well  (which  I  think  impoffible,  being 
fo  great  a  Stranger  in  Town)  Fortune,  thou  haft  done 
thy  worft  :  I  proclaim  open  War  againft  thee. 

ril  fab  the  next  rich  Darling  that  I  fee ; 

And  killing  him ,  be  thus  reveng'd  on  thee. 

[Goes  to  the  back  part  of  the  Stage ,  as  into  the 
Walks,  making  fame  turns  crofs  the  Stage  in 
Dijorder,  while  the  next  fpeak.  Exit  Beggar. 

Enter  Lucinda  and  Pindrefs. 

Luc.  Oh  !  thefe  Summer  Mornings  are  fo  delicately 
fine,  Pindrefs,  it  does  me  good  to  be  abroad. 

Pin.  Ay,  Madam,  thefe  Summer  Mornings  are  as 
pleafant  to  young  Folks,  as  the  Winter  Nights  to  mar 
ry'd  People,  or  as  your  Morning  of  Beauty  to  Mr 
Lovewell. 

Luc.  I’m  violently  afraid  the  Evening  of  my  Beaut] 
will  fall  to  his  Ihare  very  foon ;  for  I’m  inclinable  t< 
marry  him.  I  fhall  foon  lie  under  an  Eclipfe,  Pin 
drefs. 

Pin.  Then  it  muft  be  full  Moon  with  your  Lady 
(hip.  But  why  wou’d  you  chufe  to  marry  in  Summei 
Madam  ? 

Luc.  I  know  no  Caufe,  but  that  People  are  apte 
to  run  Mad  in  hot  Weather,  unlels  you  take  a  W< 
man’s  Reafon. 

Pin.  What’s  that,  Madam  ? 

Luc.  Why,  I  am  weary  of  lying  alone. 

Pin.  Oh  dear  Madam !  Lying  alone  is  very  da 
gerous ;  ’tis  apt  to  breed  ftrange  Dreams. 
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Luc.  I  had  the  oddeft  Dream  lad  Night,  of  my 
Courtier  that  is  to  be,  ’Squire  Mockmode .  He  appeared 
crowded  about  with  a  Dancing-Mailer,  Pufhing-Ma- 
iler,  Mufick-Mailer,  and  all  the  throng  of  Beau-ma¬ 
kers  ;  and  methought  he  mimick’d  Foppery  fo  auk- 
wardly,  that  his  Imitation  was  downright  burlefquing 
it.  I  buril  out  a  Laughing  fo  heartily,  that  I  awaken’d 
my  felf. 

Pin.  But  Dreams  go  by  Contraries,  Madam.  Have 
not  you  feen  him  yet  ? 

Luc.  No ;  but  my  Uncle’s  Letter  gives  Account  that 
he’s  newly  come  to  Town  from  the  Univeriity,  where 
his  Education  could  reach  no  farther  than  to  guzzle 

fat  Ale,  fmoke  Tobacco,  and  chop  Logick - Faugh, 

—it  makes  me  fick. 

Pin.  But  he’s  very  rich,  Madam ;  his  Concerns  join 
to  yours  in  the  Country. 

Luc.  Ay,  but  his  Concerns  ihall  never  join  to  mine 
in  the  City :  For  fince  I  have  the  Difpofal  of  my  own 
Fortune,  Lovenxiell' s  the  Man  for  my  Money. 

Pin.  Ay,  and  for  my  Money :  for  I’ve  had  above 
twenty  Pieces  from  him  fince  his  Courtihip  began. 
He’s  the  prettied  fober  Gentleman ;  I  have  fo  ilrong 
an  Opinion  of  his  Modefty,  that  I’m  afraid.  Madam, 
your  ffirft  Child  will  he  a  Fool . 

Tuc.  Oh,  God  forbid !  I  hope  a  Lawyer  underftands 
Bufmefs  better  than  to  beget  any  thing  non  compos--— 
The  Walks  fill  apace  ;  the  Enemy  approaches,  we  mud 
fet  out  our  falfe  Colours.  [Put  on  their  Masks. 

Pin.  We  Masks  are  the  purefl  Privateers!  Madam, 
how  would  you  like  to  cruize  about  a  little  ? 

Luc.  Well  enough,  had  we  no  Enemies  but  our  Fops 
and  Cits  :  But  I  dread  thofe  bluftring  Men  of  War, 
the  Officers,  who  after  a  Broad-fide  of  Damme’s  and 
Sinkme’s,  are  for  boarding  all  Masks  they  meet  as 
(awful  Prize. 

Pin.  In  Truth,  Madam,  and  the  mod  of  them  are 
awful  Prize,  for  they  generally  have  french  Ware  under 
Latches.  “  ” 
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Luc.  Oh  hideous!  O’  my  Confcience,  Girl,  thou’rt 
quite  fpoil’d.  An  Aft  refs  upon  the  Stage  would  blufli 
at  fuch  Expreflions. 

Pin.  Ay,  Madam,  and  your  Ladyfliip  wou’d  feem 
to  blufh  in  the  Box,  when  the  Redneis  of  your  Face 
proceeded  from  nothing  but  the  Conflraint  of  hold¬ 
ing  your  Laughter.  Didn’t  you  chide  me  for  not 
putting  a  ftronger  Lace  in  yeur  Stays,  when  you  had 
broke  one  as  ftrong  as  a  hempen  Cord,  with  contain¬ 
ing  a  violent  Tehee  at  a  fmutty  Jell:  in  the  laft  Play  ? 

Lac.  Go,  go,  thou’rt  a  naughty  Girl ;  that  imper¬ 
tinent  Chat  has  diverted  us  from  our  Bufmefs.  I’m 
afraid  Lovewell  has  mifs’d  us  for  Want  of  the  Sign.— 
But  whom  have  we  here  ?  An  odd  Figure,  l'ome 
Gentleman  in  Difguife,  I  believe. 

Pin.  Had  he  a  finer  Suit  on,  I  (hou’d  believe  him 
in  Difguife  ;  for  I  fancy  his  Friends  have  only  known 
him  by  that  this  Twelve-month. 

Luc.  His  Mien  and  Air  (hew  him  a  Gentleman, 
and  his  Cloaths  demonllrate  him  a  Wit.  He  may 
afford  us  fome  Sport.  I  have  a  Female  Inclination 
to  talk  to  him. 

Pin.  Hold,  Madam,  he  looks  as  like  one  of  thole 
dangerous  Men  of  War  you  juft  now  mention’d  as  can 
be  i  you  had  beft  fend  out  your  Pinnace  before,  to 
difeover  the  Enemy. 

Luc.  No,  I’ll  hale  him  myfelf.  [Moves  towards  him. 

What,  Sir,  dreaming  ? 

[Slaps  him  o't/j  Shoulder  with  her  Fan. 

Roeb.  Yes,  Madam.  [Sullenly. 

Luc.  Of  what? 

Roeb.  Of  the  Devil,  and  now  my  Dream’s  out. 

Luc.  What !  Do  you  dream  (landing  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  faith.  Lady,  very  often  when  my  Sleep’s 
haunted  by  fuch  pretty  Goblins  as  you.  You  are  a 
Sort  of  Dream  I  would  fain  be  reading  :  I’m  a  very 
good  Interpreter  indeed,  Madam. 

Luc.  Are  you  then  one  of  the  wife  Men  of  the  Eajl  ? 

Roeb.  No,  Madam  ;  but  one  of  the  Fools  of  the  Weft. 

Luc.  Pray,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Roeb. 
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Roeb.  An  bijh-man.  Madam,  at  your  Service. 

Luc.  Oh  horrible!  an  Irijb-man!  a  mere  Wolf-Dog, 
I  protefl:. 

Roeb.  Ben’t  furpriz’d,  Child ;  the  Wolf-Dog  is  as 
well  natui’d  an  Animal  as  any  of  your  Country 
Bull-Dogs,  and  a  much  more  fawning  Creature,  let 
me  tell  you.  \Letyt  bold  on  her. 

Luc.  Pray,  good  Ccefar,  keep  off  your  Paws  ;  no 
fcraping  Acquaintance,  for  Heaven’s  fake.  Tell  us  fome 
News  of  your  Country  ;  I  have  heard  the  ftrangeft 
Stories — that  the  People  wear  Horns  and  Hoofs. 

Roeb.  Yes,  ’faith,  a  great  many  wear  Horns :  but  we 
had  that,  among  other  laudable  Fafhions,  from  London. 
I  think  it  came  over  with  your  Mode  of  wearing  high 
Topnots ;  for  ever  fitnce,  the  Men  and  Wives  bear  their 
Heads  exalted  alike.  They  were  both  Fafhions  that 
took  wonderfully. 

Luc.  Then  you  have  Ladies  among  you. 

Roeb.  Yes,  yes,  we  have  Ladies,  and  Whores ;  Col¬ 
leges,  and_  Play-houfes  ;  Churches,  and  Taverns  •,  fine 
-  Houles,  and  Bawdy-houfes:  In  fhort,  every  thing  that 
you  can  boaft  of,  but  Fops,  Poets,  Toads,  and  Adders. 

Luc.  But  have  you  no  Beau’s  at  all  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  they  come  over  like  Woodcocks,  once 
a  Year. 

Luc.  And  have  your  Ladies  no  SpringeSto  catch  ’em  in  ? 

Roeb.  No,  Madam,  our  own  Country  affords  us 
much  better  Wild- fowl.  But  they  are  generaliy  flripped 
of  their  Feathers  by  the  Play-houfe  and  Taverns ;  in 
both  which  they  pretend  to  be  Criticks;  and  our  igno¬ 
rant  Nation  imagines  a  full  Wig  as  infallible  a  Token 
of  a  Wit,  as  the  Laurel. 

Luc.  Oh  Lard  !  and  here  ’tis  the  certain  Sign  of  a 
Blockhead.  But  why  no  Poets  in  Ireland,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Faith,  Madam,  I  know  not,  unlefs  St.  Pa* 
trick  fent  them  a  packing  with  other  venomous  Crea¬ 
tures  out  of  Ireland.  Nothing  that  carries  a  Sting  in 
its  Tongue  can  live  there.  But  fince  I  have  defcribed 
my  Country,  let  me  know  a  little  of  England,  by  a 
fight  of  your  Face. 
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Luc.  Come  you  to  Particulars  firft.  Pray,  Sir,  un¬ 
mask,  by  telling  who  you  are  ;  and  then  I’ll  unmask, 
and  ibew  who  I  am. 

Roeb.  You  mull  difmifs  your  Attendant  then,  Madam  ; 
for  the  diftinguifhing  particular  of  me  is  a  Secret. 

Pin.  Sir,  [  can  keep  a  Secret  as  well  as  my  Miftrefs ; 
and  the  greater  the  Secrets  are,  I  love  ’em  the  better. 

Luc.  Can’t  they  be  whifper’d,  Sir? 

Roeb.  O  yes.  Madam,  I  can  give  you  a  Hint,  by 
which  you  may  underhand  ’em. 

[  Pretends  to  whifper,  and  kiJJ'es  her. 

Luc.  Sir,  you’re  impudent. 

Roeb.  Nay,  Madam,  fince  you’re  fo  good  at  mind¬ 
ing  Folks,  have  with  you. 

[Catches  her  fafl,  carrying  her  off. 

}  ™p!  help!  help! 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Love.  Villain,  unhand  the  Lady,  and  defend  thy 
felf.  [Draws. 

Roeb.  What !  Knight  Errants  in  this  Country  !  Now 
has  the  Devil  very  opportunely  fent  me  a  Throat  to 
cut;  pray  Heaven  his  Pockets  be  well  lin’d. 

[Quits 'em,  they  go  off. 
— —  Have  at  thee— -St.  George  for  England. 

[They  fight ,  after  fame  paffes ,  Roeb.  farts 
•—My  Friend  Love  well  l  back  and  paufes. 

Love.  My  dear  Roebuck ! 

[Fling  down  their  Swords,  and  embrace. 
Shall  I  believe  my  Eyes  ? 

Roeb.  You  may  believe  your  Ears ;  ’tis  I,  begad. 

Love.  Why,  thy  being  in  London  is  fuch  a  My- 
flery,  that  I  mull  have  the  Evidence  of  more  Senfes 
than  one  to  confirm  me  of  its  Truth.-  -  -But  pray  unfold 
the  Riddle. 

Roeb.  Why  ’faith  ’tis  a  Riddle.  You  wonder  at  it 
before  the  Explanation,  then  wonder  more  at  your 
felf  for  not  guefling  it — What  is  the  univerfal  Caufe 
of  the  continued  Evils  of  Mankind  ? 

Love.  The  univerfal  Caufe  of  our  continued  Evils, 
is  the  Devil  lure.  Roeb, 
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Roeb.  No,  ’tis  the  Flefh,  Ned - That  very  Wo¬ 

man  that  drove  us  all  out  of  Raradife,  has  fent  me  a 
packing  out  of  Ireland. 

Love.  How  fo  ? 

Roeb.  Only  taking  the  forbidden  Fruit,  that  was  all. 

Love.  Is  fimple  Fornication  become  fo  great  a  Crime 
there,  as  to  be  punilhable  by  no  lei's  than  Banilhraent  ? 

Roeb.  I  gad,  mine  was  double  Fornication,  Ned— 
The  Jade  was  fo  pregnant  as  to  bear  Twins,  the  Fruit 
grew  in  Clulters ;  and  my  unconfcionable  Father,  be- 
caufe  I  was  a  Rogue  in  debauching  her,  wou’d  make  me 
a  Fool  by  wedding  her  :  But  I  would  not  marry  a  Whore, 
and  he  wou’d  not  own  a  difobedient  Son,  and  fc — 

Love.  But  was  fire  a  Gendewoman  ? 

Roeb.  Plhaw !  No,  Ihe  had  no  Fortune.  She  wore 
indeed  a  Silk  Mantua  and  High-head ;  but  thefe  are 
grown  as  little  Signs  of  Gentility  now-a-days,  as  that 
is  of  Challity. 

Love.  But  what  Neceffity  forc'd  you  to  leave  the 
Kingdom  ? 

Roeb.  I’ll  tell  you . To  Ihun  th’infulting  Autho¬ 

rity  of  an  incens’d  Father,  the  dull  and  often  repeat¬ 
ed  Advice  of  impertinent  Relations,  the  continual  Cla¬ 
mours  of  a  furious  Woman,  and  the  fhriil  Bawling  of 
an  ill-natur’d  Baftard — From  all  which,  Good  Lord 
deliver  me 

Love.  And  fo  you  left  them  to  grand  Dadda!— — 
Ha,  ha.  ha. 

Roeb.  Heav’n  was  pleas’d  to  leffen  my  Affliction, 
by  taking  away  the  She-brat ;  but  the  t’other  is,  I 
hope,  well,  becaufe  a  brave  Boy,  whom  I  chriften’d 
Edvoard,  after  thee,  Lovevoell ;  I  made  bold  to  make 
my  Man  Hand  for  you,  and  your  Siller  lent  her  Maid 
to  give  her  Name  to  my  Daughter. 

Love.  Now  you  talk  of  my  Siller,  pray  how  does  Ihe  ? 

Roeb.  Dear  Lovevuell,  a  very  Miracle  of  Beauty 
and  Gcodnefs. - But  I  don’t  like  her. 

Love.  Why? 

Roeb.  She's  virtuous  ; - and  I  think  Beauty  and 

Virtue  are  as  ill  joined  as  Lewdnefs  and  Uglinefs. 
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Love.  But  I  hope  your  Arguments  could  not  make 
her  a  Profelyte  to  this  Profeffion  ? 

Roeb.  Faith  I  endeavour’d  it;  but  that  plaguy  Ho¬ 
nour— —Damn  it  for  a  Whim.— Were  it  as  ho¬ 
nourable  for  Women  to  be  Whores,  as  Men  to  be 
Whore-mafter?,  we  fhould  have  Levvdnefs  as  great  a 
Mark  of  Quality  among  the  Ladies,  as  ’tis  now  among 
the  Lords. 

Love.  What !  do  you  hold  no  innate  Principle  of 
Virtue  in  Women  ? 

Roeb.  I  hold  an  innate  Principle  of  Love  in  them:  i 
Their  Paffions  are  as  great  as  ours,  their  Reafon  wea-  \ 
ker.  We  admire  them,  and  confequently  they  mull 
us.  And  I  tell  thee  once  more.  That  had  Women( 
no  Safe-guard  but  your  innate  Principle  of  Virtue,  honeft 
George  Roebuck  would  have  lain  with  your  Sifter,  Ned, 
and  fhould  enjoy  a  Countefs  before  Night. 

Love.  But  methinks,  George,  ’twas  not  fair  to  tempt 
my  Sifter. 

Roeb.  Methinks  ’twas  not  fair  of  thy  Sifter,  Ned,  to 
tempt  me.  As  fhe  was  thy  Sifter,  1  had  no  Defign  upon 
her;  but  as  lhe’s  a  pretty  Woman,  I  could  fcarcely  for¬ 
bear  her,  were  fhe  my  own. 

Love.  But,  upon  ferious  Refledlion,  could  not  you 
have  liv’d  better  at  home  by  turning  thy  Whore  into 
thy  Wife,  than  here  by  turning  other  Mens  Wives  into 
Whores?  There  are  Merchants  Ladies  in  London,  and 
you  muft  trade  with  them,  for  aught  I  fee. 

Roeb.  Ay,  but  is  the  Trade  open  ?  is  the  Manufadture 
encourag’d,  old  Boy  ? 

Love.  Oh,  wonderfully  ! - a  great  many  poor  Peo¬ 

ple  live  by’t.  Tho’  the  Husbands  are  for  engrafting 
the  Trade,  the  Wives  are  altogether  for  encouraging  In¬ 
terlopers.  But  I  hope  you  have  brought  fome  fmall 
Stock  to  fet  up  with. 

Roeb.  The  Greatnefs  of  my  Wants,  which  wou’d  force 
me  to  difcover’em,  makes  me  blufh  to  own  ’em.  \_Afide.'] 
Why  faith,  Ned,  I  had  a  great  Journey  from  Ireland 
hith  p,  and  would  burthen  my  felf  with  no  more  than 
juft  heceffary  Charges. 

Lev 
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Love.  Oh,  then  you  have  brought  Bills. 

Roeb.  No  faith.  Exchange  of  Money  from  Dublin 
hither,  is  fo  unreafonable  high,  that— 

Love.  What ! 

Roeb.  That  —  Zoons,  I  have  not  one  Farthing— 
Now  you  underhand  me. 

Love.  No,  ’faith,  I  never  underhand  one  that  comes 
in  forma  pauperis-,  I  ha’n’t  hudy’d  the  Law  fo  long 

for  nothing. - But  what  Profpedt  can  you  propofe  of 

a  Supply  ? 

Roeb.  I’ll  tell  you.  When  you  appear’d,  I  was  juft 
thanking  my  Stars  for  fending  me  a  Throat  to  cut,  and 
confequently  a  Purfe :  But  my  Knowledge  of  you  pre¬ 
vented  me  of  that  way,  'and  therefore  I.  think  you’-re 
oblig’d  in  return  to  aftift  me  by  fome  better  Means. 
You  were  once  an  honeft  Fellow:  but  fo  long  Study  in 
the  Inns  may  alter  a  Man  ftrangely,  as  you  lay. 

Love.  No,  dear  Roebuck,  I’m  hill  a  Friend  to  thy 
Virtues,  and  efteem  thy  Follies  as  Foils  only  to  fee 
them  off.  I  did  but  rally  you ;  and  to  convince  you, 
here  are  fome  Pieces,  lhare  of  what  I  have  about  me: 
Take  them  as  Earneft  of  my  farther  Supply  ;  you  know 
my  .Eftate’s  fufficient  to  maintain  us  both,  if  you  will 
either  reftrain  your  Extravagancies,  or  I  retrench  my 
Neceffaries. 

Roeb.  Thy  Profeftion  of  Kindnefs  is  fo  great,  that  I 
cou’d  almoft  fufpeft  it  of  Defign.  But  come.  Friend,  I 
am  heartily  tir’d  with  the  Fatigue  of  my  Journey,  be- 
fides  a  violent  Fit  of  Sicknefs,  which  detain’d  me  a 
Month  at  Coventry,  to  the  exhaufting  of  my  Health 
and  Money.  Let  me  only  recruit  by  a  Relifh  of  the 

Town  in  Love  and  a  Bottle,  and  then - Oh 

Heavens  and  Earth ! 

[As  they  are  going  off.  Roebuck  farts  back  as  fur  priz'd. 

Love.  What’s  the  Matter,  Man? 

Roeb.  Why  ?  Death  and  the  Devil  ;  or,  what’s  worfe, 
a  Woman  and  a  Child — Oons !  don’t  you  fee  Mrs.  Trudge 
wi:h  my  Baftard  in  her  Arms  crofting  the  Field  towards 

us  ?  - - Oh  the  indefatigable  Whore,  to  follow  me  all 

the  way  to  London  ! 


Love . 
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Love.  Mrs.  Trudge!  my  old  Acquaintance  ! 

Roeh.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame  ;  your  old  Acquaintance  ; 
and  for  aught  I  know,  you  might  have  clubb’d  about 
getting  the  Brats. 

Love.  ’Tis  but  reasonable  then  I  fhould  pay  fliare  at 
the  Reckoning.  I’ll  help  to  provide  for  her ;  in  the 

mean  time  you  had  beft  retire. - Brujh,  conduct  this 

Gentleman  to  my  Lodgings,  and  run  from  thence  to 
Widow  Bulfnch's,  and  provide  a  Lodging  with  her  for 

a  Friend  of  mine.  . Fly,  and  come  back  pre- 

fently —  [ Exeunt  Roeb.  and  Brufh.> - So;  my  Friend 

comes  to  Town  like  the  Gieat  Turk  to  the  Field,  at¬ 
tended  by  his  Concubines  and  Children ;  and  I’m  afraid 

thefe  are  but  part  of  his  Retinue. -  But  hold— — 

I  {han’t  be  able  to  fuftain  the  Ihock  of  this  Woman’s 
Fury.  I’ll  withdraw  till  fhe  has  difcharged  her  lirft 
Volley,  then  furprize  her. 

Enter  Trudge,  with  a  Child  crying. 

Hulh,  hufh,  hufh - And  indeed  it  was  a  young 

Traveller  ——And  what  would  it  fay  ?  It  fays  that 
Daddy  is  a  falfe  Man,  a  cruel  Man,  an  ungrateful 

Man.  - - In  troth  fo  he  is,  my  dear  Child _ - 

What  fhall  I  do  with  it,  poor  Creature!  — - Hufh, 

hufh,  hufh- - Was  ever  poor  Woman  in  fuch  a  la¬ 

mentable  Condition?  Immediately  after  the  Pains  of 

one  Travail,  to  undergo  the  Fatigues  of  another!' - 

But  I’m  fure  he  can  never  do  well ;  for  tho’  I  can’t 
find  him,  my  Curies,  and  the  Mifery  of  this  Babe, 
will  certainly  reach  him. 

Love.  Methinks  I  fhould  know  that  Voice - 

[Moving  forward. ~\  What!  Mrs.  Trudge!  and  in  Lon¬ 
don  !  whofe  brave  Boy  hall  thou  got  there  ? 

Trud.  Oh  Lord!  Mr.  Lovevjell !  I’m  very  glad  to 
fee  you — and  yet  am  afham’d  to  fee  you.  But  indeed 
he  promis’d  to  marry  me,  [ Crying ]  and  you  know, 
Mr.  Lovevjell,  that  he’s  fuch  a  handfome  Man,  and  has 
fo  many  ways  of  infinuating,  that  the  Frailty  of  Woman’s 
Nature  could  not  refift  him. 

Love.  What’s  all  this? - A  handfomeMan!  Ways 

of  infinuating!  Frailty  of  Nature!  —  —  I  don’t  under- 
iland  thefe  ambiguous  Terms,  Trud. 
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<Trud.  Ah,  Mr.  Lo'O&weil!  I’m  lure  you  have  feen 
Mr.  Roebuck,  and  I’m  lure  ’twould  be  the  fxrit  thing 
he  would  tell  you.  I  refer  to  you,  Mr.  Love  well,  if 
he  is  not  an  ungrateful  Man,  to  deal  fo  barbaroufly 
with  any  Woman  that  had  us’d  him  fo  civilly.  I  was 
kinder  to  him  than  I  would  have  been  to  my  own 
born  Brother. 

Love.  Oh  then,  I  find  Killing  goes  by  Favour,  Mrs. 

Trudge. 

Trud.  Faith  you’re  all  alike,  you  Men  are  all  alike— 
Poor  Child  !  he’s  as  like  his  own  Dadda,  as  if  he  were 
fpit  out  of  his  Mouth.  See,  Mr.  Lovewell,  if  he  has 
not  Mr.  Roebuck's  Nofe  to  a  Hair;  and  you  know  he 
has  a  very  good  Nofe  ;  and  the  little  Pigfny  his 
Mamma’s  Mouth.—  Oh  the  little  Lips!  and  ’tis  the 
bell:  natur’d  little  Dear — [Smuggles  and  kijfes  it  1— And 

would  it  ask  its  Godfather’s  Blefilng  r- - Indeed,  Mr. 

Lovewell,  I  believe  the  Child  knows  you. 

Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  I  will  give  it  my  Blefling. 

[Gives  it  Gold. 

[As  be  gives  her  the  Gold,  enter  Lucinda  and 
Pindrefs,  who  feeing  them  fand,  abfcond. 
Come,  Madam,  I’ll  firft  fettle  you  in  a  Lodging,  and 
then  find  the  falfe  Man,  as  you  call  him. 

[Ex.  Love,  and  Trud. 

Lucinda  and  Pindrefs  come  forward. 

Luc.  The  falfe  Man  is  found  already - - -  Was 

there  ever  fuch  a  lucky  Difcovery  ? — - My  Care  for 

his  Prefervation  brought  me  back,  and  now  behold  how 
my  Kindnefs  is  return’d!  Their  Fighting  was  a  down¬ 
right  Trick  to  frighten  me  from  the  Place,  thereby  to 
afford  him  Opportunity  of  entertaining  his  Whore  and 
Brat. 

Pin.  Your  Conjecture,  Madam,  bears  a  Colour;  for 
looking  back,  I  could  perceive  ’em  talk  very  familiarly; 
fo  that  they  could  not  be  Strangers,  as  their  pretended 
Quarrel  would  insinuate. 

Luc.  'Tis  all  true,  as  he  is  falfe. - What!  flight¬ 

ed  !  defpis’d  !  my  honourable  Love  truck’d  for  a  Whore  ! 
Oh  Villain  !  Epitome  of  the  Sex! - —  But  I’ll  be  re¬ 

veng'd. 
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veng’d.  I’ll  marry  the  firft  Man  that  asks  me  the 
Queftion ;  nay,  though  he  be  a  disbanded  Soldier,  or  a 
poor  Poet,  or  a  fenfelefs  Fop ;  — - Nay,  tho’  impo¬ 

tent,  I’ll  marry  him. 

Pin.  Oh  Madam  !  that’s  to  be  reveng’d  on  your  felf. 

Luc.  I  care  not.  Fool!  I  deferve  Punilhment  for 
my  Credulity,  as  much  as  he  for  his  Falihood,— 
And  you  deferve  it  too,  Minx  ;  your  Perfuafions  drew 
me  to  this  Aflignation  :  I  never  lov’d  the  falfe  Man. 

Pin.  That’s  falfe,  I’m  fure.  [Ajide. 

Luc.  But  you  thought  to  get  another  piece  of  Gold.  We 
{hall  have  him  giving  you  Money  on  the  fame  Score, 
he  was  fo  liberal  to  his  Whore  juft  now. 

[Walks  about  in  PaJJion. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Love.  So  much  for  Friendfhip— now  for  my  Love. 
— — I  han’t  tranfgreffed  much,  — —  Oh,  there  Ihe  is. 
•——Oh  my  Angel !  [Runs  to  her. 

Luc.  Oh  thou  Devil !  [Starts  back. 

Love.  Not  unlefs  you  damn  me,  Madam, 

Luc.  You’re  damn’d  already;  you’re  a  Man. 

[Exit,  pujhing  Pindrefs. 

Love.  You’re  a  Woman,  I’ll  be  fworn. - —  Hey 

day !  what  giddy  Female  Planet  rules  now  ?  By  the 
Lord,  thefe  Women  are  like  their  Maidenheads,  no 
fooner  found  than  loft - Here,  Brujh,  run  after  Pin¬ 

drefs,  and  know  the  Occafton  of  this.— [Brulh  runsd\ 
•—  Stay,  come  back.— — Zoons,  I’m  a  Fool. 

Brujh.  That’s  the  firft  wife  Word  you  have  fpoken 
thefe  two  Months. 

Love.  Trouble  me  with  your  untimely  lefts,  Sirrah, 
and  I’ll - 

Brujh.  Your  Pardon,  Sir ;  I’m  in  down-right  Ear- 
neft.  ’Tis  a  lefs  Slavery  to  be  Apprentice  to  a  fa¬ 
mous  Clap  Surgeon,  than  to  a  Lover.  He  falls  out 
with  me,  becaufe  he  can’t  fall  in  with  his  Miftrefs.  I 
can  bear  it  no  longer. 

Love.  Sirrah,  what  are  you  mumbling? 
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Brujh.  A  fhort  Prayer  before  I  depart,  Sir.— I  have 
been  thefe  three  Years  your  Servant,  but  now,  Sir,  Pm 
your  humble  Servant.  [ Bovus ,  as  going .  j 

Love.  Hold,  you  iha’n’t  leave  me. 

Brujh.  Sir,  you  can’t  be  my  Mafter. 

Love.  Why  fo  ? 

Brujh.  Becaufe  you’re  not  your  own  Mafter  ;  yet  one 
would  think  you  might,  for  you  have  loft  your  Miftrefs. 
Oons,  Sir,  let  her  go,  and  a  fair  Riddance.  Who 
throws  away  a  Teller  and  a  Miftrefs.  lofes  Six- pence. 
That  little  pimping  Cupid  is  a  blind  Gunner.  Had  he  1 
Ihot  as  many  Darts  as  I  have  carried  Billet-Doux,  he 
would  have  laid  her  kicking  with  her  Heels  up  e’er  now. 
In  Ihort,  Sir,  my  Patience  is  worn  to  the  Stumps  with 
attending ;  my  Shoes  and  Stockings  are  upon  their  laft 
Legs  with  trudging  between  you.  I  have  fweat  out  all 
the  moifture  of  my  Hand  with  palming  your  clammy 
Letters  upon  her.  I  have.—  ■ 

Love.  Hold,  Sir,  your  Trouble  is  now  at  an  end,  for 
I  defign  to  marry  her. 

Brujh.  'And  have  you  courted  her  thefe  three  Years 
for  nothing  but  a  Wife  ? 

Love.  Do  you  think,  Rafcal,  I  would  have  taken  fo 
much  Pains  to  make  her  a  Mifs  ? 

Brujh.  No,  Sir ;  the  tenth  part  on’t  wou’d  ha’  done. 
•——But  if  you  are  refolved  to  marry,  God  b’w’ye. 

Love.  What’s  the  matter  now.  Sirrah  ? 

Brujh.  Why,  the  matter  will  be,  that  I  muft  then 
Pimp  for  her— Hark  ye.  Sir,  what  have  you  been 
doing  all  this  while,  but  teaching  her  the  way  to  Cuckold 
ye  ?  — « — Take  care,  Sir;  look  before  you  leap.  You 
have  a  ticklilh  Point  to  manage. — Can  you  tell.  Sir, 
what’s  her  Quarrel  to  you  now  ? 

Love.  I  can’t  imagine.  I  don’t  remember  that  ever 
I  offended  her. 

Brujh.  That’s  it.  Sir.  She  refolves  to  put  your  Ea- 
finefs  to  the  Teft  now,  that  fire  may  with  more  Security 
rely  upon’t  hereafter.— —Always  fufpedt  thofe  Women 
of  Defigns,  that  are  for  fearchirig  into  the  Humours  of 
- - '  their 
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their  Courtiers ;  for  they  certainly  intend,  to  try  them  j 
when  they’re  marry ’d. 

Love.  How  cam’ll:  thou  fuch  an  Engineer  in  Love  ? 

Brujh.  I  have  fprung  fome  Mines  in  my  time.  Sir; 
and  fince  I  have  trudg’d  lb  long  about  your  amorous 
Meffages,  I  have  more  Intrigue  in  the  Sole  of  my  Feet, 
than  fome  Blockheads  in  their  whole  Body. 

Love.  Sirrah,  have  you  ever  difcover’d  any  Be¬ 
haviour  in  this  Lady,  to  occalion  this  fufpicious  Dif- 
courfe  ?  , 

Brujh.  Sir,  has  this  Lady  ever  difcover’d  any  Be-  f 
haviour  of  yours  to  occafion  this  fufpicious  Quarrel  ? 

I  believe  the  Lady  has  as  much  of  the  innate  Princi¬ 
ple  of  Virtue  (as  the  Gentleman  faid)  as  any  Woman : 
But  that  Baggage,  her  Attendant,  is  about  ravilhir)g 
her  Lady’s  Page  every  Hour.  ’Tis  an  old  Saying, 
Like  Majier ,  like  Man ;  why  not  as  well,  like  Mijlrefs, 
like  Maid? 

Love.  Since  thou  art  for  trying  Humours,  have  with 
you,  Madam  Lucinda.  Befides,  fo  fair  an  Opportunity 
offers,  that  Fate  feem’d  to  defign  it.— —Have  you  left 
the  Gentleman  at  my  Lodgings  ? 

Brujh.  Yes,  Sir,  and  fent  a  Porter  fo  his  Inn  to 
bring  his  things  thither 

Love.  That’s  right.— Love,  like  other  Difeafes,  muff 
fometimes  have  a  defperate  Cure.  The  School  of  Ve¬ 
nus  impofes  the  ftrift  DifcipJine  :  And  awful  Cupid  is  a 
chaft’ning  God :  He  whips  fevereJy. 

Brujh.  No,  not  if  we  krfs  the  Rod.  [gxeunt. 


\ The  End  of  the  Firjl 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE,  Lovewell' s  Lodgings. 

%  4 

Enter  Lovewell,  Roebuck  drejs'd ,  and  Brufh.' 

LOVEWELL. 

My  Confcience,  the  fawning  Creature  loves 
you. 

Roeb.  Ay,  the  conftant  Effefts  of  de¬ 
bauching  a  Woman  are,  that  fhe  infallibly 
loves  the  Man  faLdoiiigjhe^Bufinefs,  and  he 
certainly  hates  Ker^-3fut  what  Company  is  fhe  like 
to  have  at  this  fame  Widow’s,  Brufh  ? 

Brufh.  Oh,  the  beft  of  Company,  Sir ;  a  Poet  lives 
there.  Sir. 

Roeb.  They’re  the  work  Company,  for  they’re  ill- 
natur’d. 

Brufh.  Ah,  Sir,  but  it  does  no  Body  any  harm :  for 
thefe  Fellows  that  get  Bread  by  their  Wits  are  always 
forc’d  to  eat  their  Words.  They  muft  be  good  na- 
tur’d,  fpite  of  their  Teeth,  Sir.  ’Tis  faid,  he  pays 
his  Lodging  by  cracking  fome  fmutty  Jefts  with  his 
Landlady  over-night ;  for  fhe’s  very  well  pleas’d  with 
his  Natural  Parts.  [ While  Roeb.  and  Brufh  talk ,  Love¬ 
well  feems  to  projefi  fomething  by  himfelf . 

Roeb.  What  other  Lodgers  are  there  ? 

Brufh.  One  newly  enter’d,  a  young  ’Squire,  juft  come 
from  the  Univerfity. 

Roeb.  A- mere  Peripatetick,  I  warrant  him.— 
A  very  pretty  Family  !  a  Heathen  Philofopher,  an 
Englifb  Poet,  and  an  Infh  Whore.  Had  the  Landlady 
bat  an  Highland  Piper  to  join  with  ’em,  fhe  might 

fit 
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fet  up  for  a  Collection  of  Monfters - Any  body  with¬ 
in?  [Slaps  Lovewell  on  the  Shoulder. 

Love.  Yes,  you  are  my  Friend.  All  my  Thoughts 
were  imploy’d  about  you.  In  fhort,  I  have  one  Requeft 
to  make,  That  you  would  renounce  your  wild  Courfes, 
and  lead  a  fober  Life,  as  I  do. 

Roeb.  That  I  will,  if  you’ll  grant  me  a  Boon. 

Love.  You  (hall  have  it,  be’t  what  it  will. 

Roeb.  That  you  wou’d  relinquilh  your  precife  fober 
Behaviour,  and  live  like  a  Gentleman,  as  I  do. 

Love.  That  I  can’t  grant. 

Roeb.  Then  we’re  off :  Tho’  fhou’d  your  Women  prove 
no  better  than  your  Wine,  my  Debaucheries  will  fall  of 
themfelves,  for  want  of  Temptation. 

Love,  ©ur  Women  are  worfe  than  our  Wine  :  Our 
Claret  has  but  little  of  the  French  in’t,  but  our  Wenches 
have  the  Devil  and  all  ;  they  are  both  adulterated :  To 
prevent  the  Inconveniencies  of  which.  I’ll  provide  you 
an  honourable  Miftrefs. 

Roeb.  An  honourable  Miftrefs !  What’s  that  ? 

Love.  A  virtuous  Lady,  whom  you  muft  love  and  court ; 
the  furcft  Method  of  reclaiming  you. — As  thus:  Thofe  fu- 
perfluous  pieces  you  throw  away  inWine, may  be  laid  out— - 

Roeb.  To  the  Poor  ? 

Love.  No,  no:  In  fweet  Powder,  Cravats,  Garters, 
Snuff-boxes,  Ribbons,  Coach-hire  and  Chair-hire.  Thofe 
idle  Hours  which  you  mifpend  with  lewd  fophiftieated 
Wenches,  muft  be  dedicated — - 

Roeb.  To  the  Church  ? 

Love.  No ;  to  the  innocent  and  charming  Converfa- 
tion  of  your  virtuous  Miftrefs ;  by  which  means,  the  two 
moft  exorbitant  Debaucheries,  Drinking  and  Whoring, 
will  be  retrench’d. 

Roeb.  A  very  fine  Retrenchment  truly !  I  muft  firft 
defpife  the  honeft  jolly  Converfation  at  the  Tavern,  for 
the  foppifh,  affefted,  dull,  infipid  Entertainment  at  the 
Chocolate  Houfe  :  muft  quit  my  Freedom  with  ingeni¬ 
ous  Company,  to  harnefs  my  felf  to  Foppery  among  the 
fluttering  Crowd  of  Cupid's  Livery-Boys.— -The  fecond 
Article  is.  That  I  muft  refign  the  Company  of  lewd 

B  Women, 

*. 


26  Love  and  a  Bottle . 

i<.  .  > 

Women,  for  that  of  my  innocent  Mill  refs ;  that  is,  I 
mull  change  my  eafy  natural  Sin  of  Wenching,  to  that 

conftrain’d  Debauchery  of  Lying  and  Swearing. - The 

many  Lies  and  Oaths  that  I  made  to  thy  Sifter,  will  go 
nearer  to  damn  me,  than  if  I  had  enjoy’d  her  a  hundred 
times  over. 

Love.  Oh  Roebuck!  your  Reafon  will  maintain  the 
contrary,  when  you’re  in  Love. 

Roeb.  That  is,  when  I’ve  loft  my  Reafon ;  Come, 
come,  a  Wench,  a  Wench  !  a  foft,  white,  eafy,  con- 

fenting  Creature  !  - - Prithee,  Ned,  leave  Muftinefs, 

and  lhew  me  the  Varieties  of  the  Town. 

Love.  A  Wench  is  the  leaft  Variety. - Look  out— 

- - See  what  a  numerous  Train  trip  along  the  Street 

there.  [ Pointing  cut-vards. 

Roeb.  Oh  Venus  !  all  thefe  fine  ftately  Creatures !— — 
Fare  you  well,  Ned. 

[Runs  out  i  Love,  catches  him,  and  pulls  him  back. 
Prithee  let  me  go ;  ’tis  a  Deed  of  Charity ;  I’m  quite 
flarv’d.  I’ll  juft  take  a  Snap,  and  be  with  you  in  the 
twinkling - As  you’re  my  Friend - 1  rr u ft  go. 

Love.  Then  we  muft  break  for  alkogether.  [jlhlits  himl\ 
— — He  that  will  leave  his  Friend  for  a  Whore,  I  reckon 
a  Commoner  inFriendfhip,  as  in  Love. 

Roeb.  If  you  faw  how  ill  that  ferious  Face  becomes  a 
Fellow  of  your  Years,  you  would  never  wear  it  again. 
Youth  is  taking  in  any  Matquerade  but  Gravity. 

Love.  Tiro’  Lewdnefs  fuics  much  worfe  with  your 
Circumflances,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Ay,  thefe  Circumflances !  Damn  thefe Circum- 
llances - There  he  has  hair.-ftring’d  me.  This  Pover¬ 
ty,  how  it  makes  a  Man  fneakl - Well,  prithee  let’s 

kno'wtHis  devilish  virtuous  Lady.  By  the  Circumflances 
of  my  Body,  I  fhall  foon  be  off  or  on  with  her. 

Love.  Know  then  for  thy  utter  Condemnation,  that 
fhe’s  a  Lady  of  Eighteen,  Beautiful,  Witty,  and  nicely 
Virtuous. 

Roeb.  A  Lad}'  of  Eighteen  !  Good-— — Beautiful !  Bet¬ 
ter—— - Witty !  Beit  of  ali. — - Now  with  thefe 

three  Qualifications,  if  ihe  be  nicely  virtuous,  then  I’d 

’henceforth 
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henceforth  adore  every  thing  that  wears  a  Petticoat. 

■  '  Witty  and  Virtuous !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Why,  ’tis  as 
inconfiftent  in  Ladies  as  Gentlemen ;  and  were  I  to  de¬ 
bauch  one  for  a  Wager,  her  Wit  lhould  be  my  Bawd - - 

Come,  come,  the  forbidden  Fruit  was  pluck’d  from  the 
Tree  of  Knowledge,  Boy. 

Love .  Right - -But  there  was  a  cunninger  Devil  than 

you  to  tempt.  — - I’ll  allure  you,  George ,  your  Rheto- 

rick  would  fail  you  here  ;  Ihe  wou’d  vvorft  you  at  your 
own  Weapons. 

Roeb.  Ay,  or  any  Man  in  England,  if  Ihe  be*  Eigh¬ 
teen,  as  you  fay. 

Love.  Have  a  Care,  Friend,  this  Satyr  will  get  you 
torn, in  pieces  by  the  Females  ;  you’ll  fall  into  Orpheus 
F  ate. 

Roeb.  Orpheus  was  a  Blockhead,  and  deferv’d  his  Fate, 

Love.  Why? 

Roeb.  Becaufe  he  went  to  Hell  for  a  Wife. 

Love.  This  happens  right.-—  \_Aftdel\  -  -  —But  you 
(hall  go  to  Heaven  for  a  Mi  It  refs,  you  lhall  court  this 

Divine  Creature. - 1  don’t  defire  you  to  fail  in  Love 

with  her  ;  I  don’t  intend  you  lhould  marry  her  neither : 
But  you  mull  be  convinc’d  of  the  Chaftity  of  the  Sex 
tho’  if  you  lhould  conquer  her,  the  Spoil,  you  Rogue,, 
will  be  glorious,  and  infinitely  worth  the  pains  in  at¬ 
taining. 

Roeb.  Ay,  but  Ned,  my  Circumltances,  my  Circum-' 
Ranees — ■  ■ 

Love.  Come,  you  lhan’t  want  Money. 

Roeb.  Then  I  dare  attempt  it.  Money  is  the  Sinews 
of  Love,  as  of  War.  Gad,  Friend,  thou  art  the  braveft 

Pimp  I  ever  heard  of - Well,  give  me  Directions 

to  fail  by,  the  Name  of  my  Port,  lade  my  Pockets,  and 
then  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope. 

Love.  You  need  no  Directions  as  to  the  Manner  of 
Courtlhip. 

Roeb.  No,  I  have  feen  fome  few  Principles,  on  which 
my  Courtlhip’ s  founded,  which  feldom  fail.  To  kt  a 
Lady  rely  upon  my  Modefty,  but  to  depend  my  fell  al¬ 
together  upon  my  Impudence  ;  to  ufe  a  Mr  it  reis  like  a 
B  2  Deity , 
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Deity  in  Pufclick,  but  like  a  Woman  in  Private  :  To  be 
ns  cautious  then  of  asking  an  impertinent  Quedion,  as 
afterwards  of  felling  a  Story;  remembring.  that  the 
Tongue  is  the  only  Member  that  can’t  hurt  a  Lady’s 
Reputation,  tho’  touch’d  to  the  tendered:  Part. 

Love.  Oh !  but  to  a  Friend,  George ;  you’ll  tell  a 
Friend  your  Succefs. 

Roeb.  No,  not  to  her  very  felf;  it  mud  be  as  private 

as  Devotion - No  blabbing,  unlefs  a  fqwawling 

Brat  peeps  out  to  tell  Tales. - —But  where  lies  my 

Courfe  ? 

Love.  Brufh  fhall  fhew  you  the  Houfe  ;  the  Lady’s 
Name  is  Lucinda ;  her  Father  and  Mother  dead;  fire’s 
Heirefs  to  Twelve  Hundred  a  Year  :  But  above  all,  ob- 
lerve  this  ;  She  has  a  Page  which  you  mud  get  on  your 
fide ;  ’tis  a  very  pretty  Boy  ;  I  prefented  him  to  the 
Lady  about  a  Fortnight  ago  ;  he’s  your  Countryman  too ; 
he  brought  me  a  Letter  from  my  Sider,  which  I  have 
about  me.  — — —  Here,  you  may  read  it. 

Roeb.  Ay,  ’tis  her  Hand ;  I  know  it  well ;  and  I  al- 
mod  blufir  to  fee  it.  [Afide. 

[. Reads .] 

Dear  Brother, 

^f£Lady  of  my  Acquaintance  lately  dying ,  begg'd  me,  as 
her  lafl  Requeji,  to  provide  for  this  Boy,  vsho  was 
her  Rage.  1  hope  1  have  obey' d  my  Friend's  laf  Command, 
and  obliged  a  Brother,  by  fending  him  to  you.  Pray  difpofe 
tf  him  as  much  as  you  can  for  his  Advantage.  All  Friends 
are  vsell,  and  I  am 

Tour  affectionate  Sifer, 

Leanthe, 

\While  he  reads.  Love,  talks  to  Brufh,  and  gives 
him  fame  Directions  feemingly. 

All  Friends  are  well  ;  Is  that  all  ?  Not  a  Word  of 

poor  Roebuck? - 1  wonder  fire  mention’d  nothing  of 

my  Misfortunes  to  her  Brother.  But  fire  has  forgot  me 

alteady.  True  Woman  dill - Well,  T  may  excufe 

her,  for  I  am  making  all  the  hade  I  can  to  forget 
her. 


Love. 
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Love.  Be  fare  you  have  an  Eye  upon  him,  and  come 
to  me  prefently  at  Widow  Bullfinch's.  [. AJtde  to  Brufh.] 
•—Well,  George,  you  won’t  communicate  your  Succefs  ? 

Roeh.  You  may  guefs  what  you  pleafe.  -  I’m  as 

merry  after  a  Miftrefs  as  after  a  Bottle.  —  All  Air  ;  brim 
full  of  Joy,  like  a  Bumper  of  Claret  fmiiing  and  fparkling. 
Love.  Then  you’ll  certainly  run  over. 

Roeh.  No,  no,  nor  fhall  I  drink  to  any  Body - - 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Dining-room  in  Widow  Bullfinch’* 
Houfe.  A  Flute  and  Muflck-book  upon  the  Fable  j  Cafe  of 
Foys  hanging  up. 

Enter  Rigadoon  the  Dancing  mafier,  leading  in  Mockmode 
by  both  Hands,  as  teaching  him  the  Minuet',  he  Jings 
and  Mockmode  dances  aukwardly  ;  Club  follows. 

Rig.  Tal— dal — deral— —  One— Two - Tal — dal 

—  deral - Coupe - Tal  —  dal  —  derai . -Very 

well -  dal  —  deral  - —  Wrong - Tal  —  dal 

—  deral— —ObferveTime :  ——Very  well  indeed. 
Sir  j  you  fhall  dance  as  well  as  any  Man  in  England ; 
you  have  an  excellent  Difpofition  in  your  Limbs,  Sir  — 
Obferve  me,  Sir. 

[Here  the  Mafier  dances  a  new  Minuet ;  and  at  every 
Cut  Club  makes  an  aukward  Imitation,  by  leaping 
up: 

And  fo  forth,  Sir. 

Mock.  I’m  afraid  we  fhall  diffurb  my  Landlady. 

Rig.  Landlady!  You  mull  have  a  care  of  that; 

{he’ll  never  pardon  you. - Landlady  !  Every  Woman, 

from  a  Countefs  to  a  Kitchen-wench,  is  Madam  ;  and 
every  Man,  from  a  Lord  to  a  Lacquey,  Sir. 

Mock.  Mull  I  then  lofe  my  Title  of  ’Squire,  ’Squire 
Mock  mode.  ? 

Rig.  By  all  means,  Sir;  ’Squire  and  Fool  are  the  fame 

thing  here. 

Mock.  That’s  very  comical,  faith  — —  But  is  there  an 
A£t  of  Parliament  for  that,  Mr.  Rigadoon?  — —  Wl,' 

B  3  fmce 


30  Love  and  a  Bottle. 

fince  I  can’t  be  a  ’Squire,  I’ll  do  as  well  ;  I  have  a  great 
Eflate,  and  want  only  to  be  a  great  Beau,  to  qualify 
me  either  for  a  Knight  or  a  Lord.  By  the  Univerfe, 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  bind  myfelf  ’Prentice  to  a 
Beau  — —  Cou’d  I  but  dance  well,  pulh  well,  play  upon 
the  Flute,  and  fwear  the  molt  modilh  Oaths,  I  wou’d 
let  up  for  Quality  with  e’er  a  young  Nobleman  of  ’em 

all - Pray  what  are  the  moll  fafhionable  Oaths  in 

Town  ?  Z oons,  I  take  it,  is  a  very  becoming  One. 

Rig.  Zoons  is  only  us’d  by  the  disbanded  Officers  and 
Bullies :  But  Zauns  is  the  Beau’s  Pronunciation. 

Mock.  Zauns  ? 

Club.  Zauns. 

Rig.  Yes,  Sir,  we  fwear  as  we  dance  ;  fmooth,  and 
with  a  Cadence.  • — —  Zauns  !  ’Tis  harmonious,  and 
pleafesthe  Ladies,  becaufe  ’tis  loft.  —  Zauns,  Madam— 
is  the  only  Complement  our  great  Beaux  pafs  on  a  Lady. 

Mock.  But  fuppole  a  Lady  fpeaks  to  me,  what  mull  I 
fay  ?  j, 

Rig.  Nothing,  Sir  — —  you  mull  take  Snufn*  grin, 
and  make  her  an  humble  Cringe  ■  Thus :  u 

[He  bo’vjs  Foppijhly  and  takes  Smjh  ;  Mockmode  imi* 
fates  him  auMuardlj  ;  and  taking  Snu/h,  freezes. 

Rig.  O  Lard,  Sir,  you  mull  never  fneeze;  ’tis  as  un¬ 
becoming  after  Orangeree,  as  Grace  after  Meat. 

Mock.  I  thought  People  took  it  to  clear  the  Brain. 

Rig.  The  Beaux  have  no  Brains  at  all,  Sir;  their  Skull 
is  a  perfect  Snulh-box ;  and  I  heard  a  Phyfician  fwear, 
who  open’d  one  of  ’em,  that  the  three  Divifions  of 
his  Head  were  fill’d  with  Orangeree,  Bourgamot,  and 
^  Plaiiz-Spanijh. 

Mock.  Zauns,  I  mufl  fneeze  —  [Sneezes.] —  Blefs 
me. 

Rig.  O  fie,  Mr.  Mockmode  !  What  a  rudical  Expreffion 

that  is! - Blefs  me! — —You  ffiould  upon  all  fuch 

Occafions  cry,  Dem  me.  You  would  be  as  naufeous 
to  the  Ladies,  as  one  of  the  old  Patriarchs,  if  you 
us’d  that  obfolete  Expreffion. 

Club.  I  find,  that  going  to  the  Devil  is  very  modifh 
in  this  Tcwn  — —  Pray,  Matter  Dancing-matter,  what 
Religion  may  thefe  Beaux  be  of?  Rig. 
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Rig.  A  fort  of  Indians  in  their  Religion,  they  wor-  ( 
fhip  the  firft  thing  they  fee  in  the  Morning. 

Mock.  What’s  that,  Sir  ?  i 

Rig.  Their  own  Shadows  in  the  Glafs  ;  and  fome  of  ’em  j 
fuch  Hellifh  Faces,  that  may  frighten ’em  into  Devotion. 

Mock.  Then  they  are  Indians  right,  for  they  worihip  i 
the  Devil. 

Rig.  Then  you  (hall  be  as  great  a  Beau  as  any  of  ’em. ' 
But  you  muft  be  fure  to  mind  your  Dancing. 

Mock.  Is  notMufick  very  convenient  too  ? - I  can 

play  the  Bells  and  Maiden  Fair  already.  Alamire ,  Bi- 
J abend ,  Cefolfa,  Delafjl,  Ela,  Ejfaut,  Gefolreut.  I  have 
’em  all  by  heart  already.  But  I  have  been  plaguily 
puzzl’d  about  the  Etymology  of  thefe  Notes  ;  and  cer¬ 
tainly  a  Man  cannot  arrive  at  any  Perfection,  unlefs  he 
underftands  the  Derivation  of  the  Terms.  , 

Rig.  O  Lard,  Sir,  dial’s  eafy.  Ejfaut  and  Gefol¬ 
reut  were  two  famous  German  Muficians,  and  the  reft 
were  Italians.  ' 

Mock.  But  why  are  they  only  feven  ? 

Rig.  From  a  prodigious  Bafs-Viol  with  feven  Strings, 
that  play’d  a  Jigg,  call’d,  the  Muftckof  the  Spheres  ;  the 
feven  Planets  were  nothing  but  Fiddle-ftrings. 

Mock.  Then  your  Stars  have  made  you  a  Dancing- 
mafter  ? 

Rig.  O  Lard,  Sir,  Pythagoras  was  a  Dancing-  mafter  j 
he  (hews  the  Creation  to  be  a  Country  Dance,  where, 
after  fome  Antick  Changes,  all  the  Parts  fell  into  their 
places  and  there  they  itand  ready,  till  the  next  fqueak 
of  a  Phfofopher’s  Fiddle  fets  them  a  dancing  again. 

Club.  Sir,  here  comes  the  Pu(hing  mifter. 

Rig.  Then  I’il  be  gone.  But  you  muft  have  a  care 
of  pulhing,  ’twill  fpoil  the  nicenefs  of  your  Steps.  Learn 
a  Flour  Lh  or  two  ;  and  that’s  ali  a  Beau  can  have  oc- 
cafion  for.  [Exit  Rig. 

Enter  Nimbiewrift. 

Mock.  Oh,  Mr.  Nimble-vrijl  !  I  crave  you  ten  thou- 
fand  Pardons,  by  theUniverle. 

Hi  mb.  That  was  a  home  Thruft.  Good  Sir,  I  hope 
you’re  for  a  Breathing  thisMorning.  [Takes  d<n>.n  aFoiT] 
Bp  —  l’.l 
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—  I’ll  allure  you,  Mr.  Mockmode,  you  will  make  an  ex¬ 
cellent  Swordfman  ;  you’re  as  well  lhap’d  for  Fencing 
as  any  Man  in  Europe.  The  Duke  of  Burgundy  is  juft 
of  your  Make  ;  he  pufhes  the  fineft  of  any  Man  in 
'France.  - Sa,  fa  — -  like  Lightning. 

Mock.  I’m  much  in  love  with  Fencing  :  Eut  I  think 
Backfword  is  the  belt  Play. 

Nimb.  Oh  Lard,  Sir  ! - -  Have  you  ever  been  in 

France,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  No,  Sir ;  but  I  underltand  the  Geography  of 
it.  —  France  is  bounden  on  the  North  with  the  Rhine. 

Nitnb.  No,  Sir ;  a  Frenchman  is  bounded  on  the 
North  with  Quart,  on  the  South  with  Tierce,  and  fo 
forth.  ’Tis  a  noble  Art,  Sir ;  and  every  one  that 
wears  a  Sword  is  oblig’d  by  his  Tenure  to  learn.  The 
Rules  of  Honour  are  engrav’d  on  my  Hilt,  and  my 
Blade  mull  maintain  ’em.  My  Sword’s  my  Herald,  and 
the  bloody  Hand  my  Coat  of  Arms. 

Mock .  And  how  long  have  you  profefs’d  this  noble  Art, 
Sir  ? 

Nimb.  Truly,  Sir,  I  ferv'd  an  Apprenticelhip  to  this 
Trade,  "^ir. 

Mock.  What!  are  ye  a  Corporation  then? 

Nimb.  Yes,  Sir  ;  the  Surgeons  have  taken  us  into 

theirs,  becaufe  we  make  fo  much  Work  for  ’em. -  - 

But,  as  I  was  telling  you,  Sir,  I  profefs’d  this  Science 
till  the  Wars  broke  out  ;  but  then,  when  every  body 
got  Commiffions,  I  put  in  for  one,  ferv’d  the  Campaigns 
in  Flanders ;  and  when  the  Peace  broke  out,  was  dis¬ 
banded;  fo,  among  a  great  many  other  poor  Rogues, 
am  forc’d  to  betake  to  my  old  Trade.  Now  the  pub- 
lick  Quarrel’s  ended,  I  live  by  private  ones.  I  live 
iiill  by  dying,  as  the  Song  goes,  Sir.  While  we  have 
Engli/h  Courage,  French  Honour,  and  Spanijk  Blades  a- 
mong  us,  I  lhall  live.  Sir. 

Mock.  Surely  your  Sword  and  Skill  did  the  King  great 
Service  abroad. 

Nimb.  Yes,  Sir  ;  I  kill’d  above  fifteen  of  our  own 
Officers  by  private  Duels  in  the  Camp,  Sir;  kill’d ’em 

fairly ; 
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fairly  ;  kill'd ’em  thus,  Sir,  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa,  Par.y, 
parry,  parry.  - - - 

[He  pujhes  Mockmode  on  the  Ribs  ;  he  Jlrikes  Nimble- 
wrift  truer  the  Head,  and  breaks  the  Foil. 

Club.  What’s  the  Name  of  that  Thruft,  pray.  Sir  ? 

Ninth.  Oh  Lard,  Sir  !  he  did  not  touch  me,  not  in  the 
lead.  Sir,  the  Foil  was  crack’d,  a  palpable  Crack. 

[Blood  runs  down  his  Face. 

Club.  A  very  palpable  Crack,  truly.  Your  Skull  is 
only  crack’d,  palpably  crack’d,  that’s  all. 

Mock.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  teach  me  my  Ho¬ 
nours - My  Dancing-mailer  has  forbid  me  any  more, 

left  I  Ihould  difcompofe  my  Steps. 

Nimb.  Your  Dancing-mafter  is  a  Blockhead,  Sir. ' 

Enter  Rigadoon. 

Rig.  I  forgot  my  Gloves,  and  fo - 

Mock.  Oh  Sir  !  he  calls  you  Blockhead,  by  the  Uni- 
verfe. 

Rig.  Zauns,  Sir———  [Foppijbly. 

Ninth.  Zoons,  Sir-—.  Bluffijhly. 

Rig.  I  have  more  Wit  in  the  foie  of  my  Foot,  than 
you  have  in  your  whole  Body.  ' 

Ninth.  Ay,  Sir  ;  you  Caperers  dance  all  your  Brains 
into  your  Heels,  which  makes  you  carry  fuch  empty 
Noddles.  Your  Rational’s  revers’d,  carrying  your  Un- 
derllandings  in  your  Legs.  Your  Wit  is  the  perfect  An¬ 
tipodes  to  other  Mens. 

Rig.  And  what  are  you,  good  Monfieur  fa,  fa  ?  Stand 
upon  your  Guard,  Air!  Mockmode ,  he’s  the  greatell  fal- 
fifier  in  his  Art  ;  he’ll  fill  your  Head  fo  full  of  French 
Principles  of  Honour,  that  you  won’t  have  one  of  Ho- 
r.efty  left.  His  Breaft-plate  there  he  calls  the  Butt  of 
Honour;  at  which  all  the  Fools  in  the  Kingdom  fhoot, 
and  not  one  can  hit  the  Mark. 

Ninth.  You  talk  of  Robin  Hood,  who  never  (hot  in 
his  Bow,  Sir — You  Dancers  are’  the  Battiedors  of  the  Na¬ 
tion,  that  tofs  the  light  foppifh  Shuttlecocks  to  and  agen,  to 

get  your  felves  in  heat. - Have  a  caie,  Mr.  Msckmode  ; 

this  Fellow  will  make  a  mere  Grafhopper  of  you— -Sir, 
you’re  the  grand  Pimp  to  Foppery  and  Lewdnefs ;  and 
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the  Devil  and  a  Dancing-Mailer,  dance  a  Corante  over 
the  whole  Kingdom.  , 

Rig.  A  Pimp,  Sir  !  What  then.  Sir  ?  I  engage  Cou¬ 
ples  into  the  Bed  of  Love,  but  you  match  ’em  into  the 
Bed  of  Honour.  We  only  juggle  People  out  of  their 
Chaftity,  but  you  cheat  ’em  out  of  their  Lives.  We  fhall 
have  you,  Adr.  Mockmode,  grinning  in  the  Bed  of  Honour, 
as  if  you  laugh’d  at  the  Fool  who  muft  be  hang’d  for 
you.  Which  is  bell,  Mr.  Nimblevsrijl,  an  eafie  Mi¬ 
nuet,  or  a  1 Tyburn  Jigg  ? 

Nimb.  Don’t  provoke  my  Sword,  Sir,  left  that 
Art  you  fo  revile  fhou’d  revenge  it  felf ;  for  every 
one  of  you  that  live  by  Dancing,  Ihou’d  Die  by  Pulh- 
ing,  Sir. 

Rig.  And  every  Man  that  lives  by  Pulhing,  Ihou’d 
die  Dancing,  [  take  it. 

Nimb.  Zoons,  Sir  !  What  d’ye  mean  ? 

Rig.  Nothing,  Sir  ;  — Tall - dal - derah  [  Dan¬ 
ces.] - This  takes  the  Ladies,  Mr.  Mockmode  ;  this 

runs  away  with  all  the  great  Fortunes  in  the  Town, 
r  ho’  you  be  a  Fool,  a  Fop,  a  Coward,  dance  well,  and 
you  captivate  the  Ladies.  The  moving  a  Man’s  Limbs 
j'liantly,  does  the  Bufmefs.  If  you  want  a  Fortune, 
come  to  me--— Tall dal deral — .  [ Dances. 

Nimb.  No,  no,  to  me,  Sir - fa - la - does  your 

Bufinels  fooneft  with  a  Woman.:  A  clean  and  manly 
Extenfion  of  all  your  parts — Ha — Carrying  a  true  Point 
is  the  matter. - Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa, - Defend  your  felf. 

[  Rvjhts  at  PJgadoon,  who  Dances  and  Sings,  retiring 
off.  the  Stage. 

Enter  Bullftnch. 

Bull.  Oh  Goodnefs  !  What  a  Room’s  here  !  Cou’d 
not  Fellow*  wipe  their  Feet  before  they  came  up?  And 
here’s  fuch  a  tripping  and  fucli  a  ftamping,  that  they  have 
broke  down  all  the  Cieling.  Y  ou  Dancing  and  Fencing - 
Mahers  have  been  the  Downfal  of  many  Houfes. 
Get  out  of  my  Doors.;  my  Houfe  was  never  in  fuch 

a  pickle. - You  Country  Gentlemen,  newly  come 

to  London,  like  your  own  Spaniels  out  of  a  Pond,  muft 
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be  fhaking  the  Water  oft,  and  befpatter  every  body,  a- 
bout  you.——— 

[  Mockmode  hawing  taken  Snuff,  offering  to 
fneeze,  friezes  in  her  Face. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Madam  [  Sneezes,  ]  —  Blefs  me — 
Dem  me,  I  mean. 

Bull.  He’s  tainted.  Thefe  cuffed  Flies  have  blown 
upon  him  already. 

Mock.  Sa,  fa,  ■  —  Defend  Flankonade,  Madam. 

Bull.  Ah,  Mr.  Mockmode ,  my  Pulhing  and  Dancing 
Days  are  done  !  But  I  had  a  Son,  Mr.  Mockmode,  that 
wou’d  match  you— —Ah,  my  poor  Robin!  He.  dy’d 
of  an  Apoplexy ;  he  was  as  pretty  a  young  Man  as  ever 
ftep’d  into  a  black  Leather  Shoe ;  Fie  was  as  like  you, 
Mr.  Mockmode,  as  one  Egg  is  like  anctherj  he  dy’d 

like  an  Angel  - - - But  I  am  fure  he  might 

have  recover’d  but  for  the  Phyficians - - Oh  thefe 

Dodtors,  thefe  Dodtors ! 

Mock.  Blefs  the  Debtors,  I  fay  ;  fori  believe  they  kill’d 
my  honeft  old  Father. 

Bull.  Ay,  that’s  true.  If  my  Robin  had  left  me  an 
Eft  ate,  I  fhould  have  laid  fo  too. -  [Cries. 

Mock:  Zauns,  Madam,  you  mult  not  be  melancholy. 
Madam. 

Bull.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope  you’ll  give  us  the  Beverage 
of  your  fine  Cloaths.  I’ll  allure  you,  Sir,  they  fit  you 
very  well,  and  I  like  your  Fancy  mightily. 

Mock.  Ay,  ay.  Madam.  But  what’s  moft  modilh  for 
Beverage  ?  For,  I  fuppofe,  the  Fafhion  of  that  alters  with 
the  Cloaths. 

Bull.  The  Taylors  are  thebeft  Judges  of  that-  — 

But  Champaigne,  I  fuppofe. 

Mock.  Is  Champaigne  a  Taylor?  Now,  methinks,  that 

were  a  fitter  Name  for  a  Wig-maker.- - 1  think  they 

call  my  Wig  a  Champaigne. 

Bull.  You’ie  clear  out.  Sir,  clear  out.  Champaigne 
is  a  fine  Liquor,  which  all  your  great  Beaux  drink'  to 
make  ’em  witty. 
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Mock.  Witty  !  Oh,  by  the  Univerfe,  I  mail  be  witty. 
I’ll  drink  nothing  eife  ;  I  never  was  witty  in  all  my 
Life.  I  love  Jokes  dearly.  ——Here,  Club,  bring  us  a 
Bottle  of— what  d’ye  call  it  ? « —  the  witty  Liquor. 

Bull.  But  I  thought  all  you  that  were  bred  at  the 
L  niveriity  fhou’d  be  Wits  naturally. 

Mock.  The  quite  contrary.  Madam,  there’s  no  fuch 
thing  there.  We  dare  not  have  Wit  there,  for  fear  of 
being  counted  Rakes.  Your  folid  Philofophy  is  all  read 
there,  which  is  clear  another  thing.  But  now  I  will  be 
a  Wit,  by  the  Univerfe.  I  mull  get  acquainted  with 
the  great  Poets,  Landlady,  you  mull  introduce  me. 

Bull.  Oh  dear  me,  Sir ;  Wou’d  ycu  ruin  me  ?  I  in¬ 
troduce  you  !  No  Widow  dare  be  ieen  with  a  Poet,  for 
fear  fhe  fhould  be  thought  to  keep  him. 

Mock.  Keep  him  !  What’s  that  r  They  keep  nothing 
but  Sheep  in  the  Country  :  I  hope,  they  don’t  fleece  the 
Wits. 

Bull.  Alas,  Sir,  they  have  no  Fleeces  !  there’s  a 
great  Cry,  but  little  Wool.  However,  if  you  wou’d 
be  acquainted  with  the  Poets,  I  can  prevail  with  a 
Gendeman  of  my  Acquaintance  to  introduce  you  ;  ’tis 
one  Lovevsell,  a  fine  Gentleman  that  comes  here  feme- 
times. 

Mock.  Lovevsell  !  By  the  Univerfe,  my  Rival  i  I  heard 
of  him  in  the  Country :  This  puts  me  in  mind  of  my 
Mill  refs-  -  -—Zauns,  I’m  certainly  become  a  Eeau  al¬ 
ready  ;  for  I  was  fo  in  love  with  my  felf,  I  quire  for¬ 
got  her.  ——I  have  a  Note  in  my  Pocket-book  to  find 
her  out  by. - — 

[ Pulls  out  a  large  Pocket-Book  ;  turning  enter  the 
Leaves,  reads  to  himftlf. 

Six-pence  for  wafhing - Two- pence  to  the  Maid. 

—Six  pence  for  Snui^ - One  Shilling  for  Butter'd  Ale. 

- By  the  Univerfe,  I  have  loll  the  Directions - — • 

Hark  ye.  Madam,  does  this  lame  Love  vs  ell  come  often 
here,  fay  you  r 

Bull.  Yes.  Sir,  very  often — There’s  a  Lady  of  his  Ac¬ 
quaintance,  a  Lodger  in  the  Hcufe  juft  now. 

Mock. 
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Mac.  A  Lady  of  his  Acquaintance,  a  Lodger  in  the 
Houfe  juft  now  !  of  his  Acquaintance,  do  you  fay  ? 

Bull.  Yes,  and  a  pretty  Lady  too. 

Mock.  And  he  conies  often  here,  you  fay.  By  the  U- 
niverfe,  fliou’d  I  happen  to  lodge  in  the  fame  Home 
with  my  Miftrefs  — Igad,  it  mutt  be  the  fame.  Can 
you  tell  the  Woman’s  Name  ?  —  Stay  —  Is  her  Name 
Lucinda  ? 

Bull.  Perhaps  it  may.  Sir  ;  but  I  believe  file’s  a  Wi¬ 
dow,  for  fhe  has  a  young  Son,  and  I’m  fure  ’tis  legi¬ 
timately  begotten  ;  for  it  is  the  braveft  Child  you  fhall 
fee  in  a  Summer’s  Day  :  ’tis  not  like  one  of  our  puling 
Brats  of  the  Town  here,  born  with  the  Difeafes  of  half 
a  dozen  Fathers  about  it. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  I  don’t  remember  whether  my 
Miftrefs  is  Maid  or  Widow  :  But  a  Widow,  fo  much  the 
better ;  for  all  your  London  Widows  are  devilifti  rich,  they 
fay.  She  came  in  a  Coach,  did  Are  not,  Madam  ? 

Bull.  Yes,  Sir,  yes. 

Mock.  Then  ’tis  infallibly  fhe  — —  Does  fhe  not  al¬ 
ways  go  out  in  her  Coach  ? 

Bull.  She  has  not  ftirr’d  abroad  fince  fhe  came,  Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,  I  was  told  fhe  was  very  referv’d,  tho’  ’tis 
very  much  of  a  Widow.  I  have  often  heard  my  Mo¬ 
ther  fay,  that  fitting  at  Home  and  Silence  were  very  be¬ 
coming  in  a  Maid  j  and  fhe  has  often  chid  my  Sifter  Do¬ 
rothy  for  gadding  out  to  the  Meadows,  and  tumbling 
among  the  Cocks  with  the  Hay- makers.  Igad,  I’m 
the  moft  lucky  Son  of  a  Whore ;  I  was  wrapt  in  the 
Tail  of  my  Mother’s  Smock,  Landlady. 

Enter  Servant. 

Bull.  Oh,  but  this  Lady,  Sir.  - - 

Ser.  Madam,  here’s  a  Gentleman  below  wants  to  fpeak 
with  you  inftantly. 

Bull.  With  me.  Child !  Sir,  I’ll  wait  on  you  in  a  Mi¬ 
nute.  \Exit  with  Servant. 

Enter  Club  nvith  TVine  and  Glajfes. 

Mock.  Is  that  the  witty  Liquor  ?  Come,  hll  theGJaffes. 
Now  that  I  have  found  my  Miftrefs,  !  mull  next  find 
my  Wits. 

Club. 
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Club.  So  you  had  need,  Mafter ;  for  they  that  find  a 
Miftrefs,  are  generally  out  of  theirWits. 

[Gives  him  a  Gla/s. 

Mock.  Come,  fill  your  felf.  [They  jingle  and  drink. 
But  where’s  the  Wit  now,  Club  ?  Have  you  found  it  ? 

Club.  Igad,  Mafter,  I  think  ’tis  a  very  good  Jeft. 

Mock.  What  ? 

Club.  What  ?  why  drinking.  You’ll  find,  Mafter, 
that  this  fame  Gentleman  in  the  Straw  Doublet,  this 
fame  Will  PttiWhifp,  is  a  Wit  at  the  Bottom.  [Fills. — 
Here,  here,  Mafter ;  how  it  puns  and  quibbles  in  the 
Glafs  ! 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  now  I  have  it;  the  Wit  lies 
in  the  Jingling  :  All  Wit  confifts  moft  in  Jingling.  Hear 
how  the  Glafl'es  rhyme  to  one  another. 

Club.  What,  Mafter,  are  thefe  Wits  fo  apt  to  clafh  ? 

[Jingle  the  Glajfes. 

Mock.  Oh  by  the  Univerfe,  by  the  Univerfe,  this  is 

Wit  [Breaks  'em.]  My  Landlady  is  in  the  right.  - . 

I  have  often  heard  there  was  Wit  in  breaking  Glafl'es.  It 
would  be  a  very  good  Joke  to  break  the  Flask  now. 

Club.  I  find  then  that  this  fame  Wit  is  very  brittle 
Ware.  —  But  I  think,  Sir,  ’twere  no  Joke  to  fpill  the 
Wine. 

Mock.  Why,  there’s  the  Jeft,  Sirrah  ;  all  Wit  confifts 
in  lofting  ;  there  was  never  any  thing  got  by’t.  I  fancy 
this  fame  Wine  is  all  fold  at  Wilt s  CofFee-houfe.  Do 
you  know  the  way  thither.  Sirrah  ?  I  long  to  fee  Mr. 
Comick  and  Mr.  Tagrhime ,  with  the  reft  of  ’em.  I 
wonder  how  they  look !  Certainly  thefe  Poets  muft  have 
fomething  extraordinary  in  their  Faces.  Of  all  the 
Rarities  in  the  Town,  I  long  to  fee  nothing  more  than 
the  Poets,  and.  Bedlam  — •—  Come  in,  Club  ;  I  muft  go 
pra&ifemy  Honours  — Tal  —  dal  — deral  — 

[Exit  dancing,  and  Club  toping. 

Enter  Lovewell  and  Bullfinch. 

Bull.  Oh,  Mr  .Lovewell!  you  come  juft  in  the  nick; 
I  was  ready  to  fpoil  all,  .  by  telling  him  the  was  a 
Stranger,  and  juft  now  come. 


Lo-ve. 
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Love.  Well,  dear  Madam,'  be  cautious  for  the  future  j 
’tis  the  moft  fortunate  Chance  that  ever  befel  me. 
’Twere  convenient  we  had  the  other  Lodgers  of  our 
fide. 

Bull.  There’s  no  Body  but  Mr.  Lyrick  ;  and  you  had  as 
fafely  tell  a  Story  over  a  Groaning-cheefe,  as  to  him. 

Love.  How  fo  ? 

Bull.  Why,  you  muft  know,  that  he  has  been  Lying- 
in  thefe  four  Months  of  a  Piay  ;  and  he  has  got  all  the 
Mufes  about  him ;  a  Parcel  of  the  moil  tattling  Goffips. 

Love.  Come,  come  ;  no  more  words  ;  but  to  our  Bu- 
finefs.  I  will  certainly  rewaid  you.  But  have  you  ar.y 
good  Hopes  of  its  fucceeding  ? 

Bull.  Very  well  of  the  ’Squire’s  fide.  But  I’m  a- 
fra'd  your  Widow  will  never  play  her  part,  fhe’s  fo 
aukward,  and  fo  fullen. 

Love.  Go  you  and  inftruft  her,  while  I  manage  Affairs 
abroad. 

Bull.  She’s  always  raving  of  one  Roebuck.  Prithee, 

who  is  this  fame  Roebuck  ? - Ah,  Mr.  Lovevoell, 

I’m  afraid  this  Widow  of  yours  is  fomething  elfe  at  the 
Bottom  ;  I’m  afraid  there  has  been  a  Dog  in  the  Well. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Brufh. 

Lev e.  So,  Sirrah,  where  have  you  left  the  Gentle¬ 
man  ? 

Bru//. '7.  In  a  Friend’s  Houfe,  Sir. 

Love.  What  Friend? 

Brufh.  Why,  a  Tavern. 

Love.  What  took  him  there  ? 

Brufh.  A  Coach,  Sir. 

Love.  How  d’ye  mean  ? 

Brufh.  A  Coach  and  Six,  Sir,  no  lefs.  I’ll  allure  youj 
Sir. 

Love.  A  Coach  and  Six  ! 

Brufh.  Yes,  Sir,  fix  Whores  and  a  carted  Bawd.  He 
pick’d  ’em  all  up  in  the  Street,  and  is  gone  with  this 
fpiendid  Retinue  into  the  Sun  by  Covent-Garden.  I 
ask’d  him  what  he  meant  ?  He  told  me,  he  only 
wanted  to  whet,  when  the  very  Sight  of  ’em  turn’d 
my  Stomach.  Love 
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Love.  The  Fellow  will -have  his  fvving,  tho’  he  hang 
for’t.  However,  run  to  him,  and  bid  him  take  the 
Name  of  Mockmode  ;  call  himfelf  Mockmode  upon  all 
Occafions ;  and  tell  him,  that  he  fhall  find  me  here  a- 
bout  Four  in  the  Afternoon  — -  Ask  no  Queftions,  but 
fly— \Exit  Brulh.]  So  His  ufurping  that  Name  gives 
him  a  Title  to  court  Lucinda,  by  which  I  fhall  difcover 
her  Inclination  to  this  Mockmode ,  whole  coming  to 
Town  has  certainly  occafton’d  her  Quarrel  with  me; 
while  I  fet  the  Hound  himfelf  upon  a  wrong  Scent,  and 
ten  to  one  provide  for  Mi  ft  re  is  Trudge  by  the  Bar¬ 
gain.  ’Tis  faid,  one  can’t  be  a  Friend  and  a  Lover ; 

But  oppoftte  to  that .  this  Plot  Jhall  prove. 

Til ferve  my  Friend  by  what  ajjifis  my  Love.  [Exit. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Adi. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE,  Lucinda’d  Houfe. 

Enter  Leanthe  fola,  drefsd  like  a  Page, 

this  Livery  fuits  ill  my  Birth ;  but 
3  Love,  I  muft  not  difobev  ;  his  Ser- 
the  hardell  ValTalage,  forcing  the 
Divine  to  lay  their  Godlhips  down 
tore  Gods,  more  happy  here  below— 
Thus  I,  poor  Wanderer,  have  left  my  Country,  dif- 
guis’d  my  felf  fo  much,  I  hardly  know  whether  this 
Habit,  or  my  Love,  be  blindeft ;  to  follow  one,  per¬ 
haps,  who  loves  mejiot,  tho’  every  Breath  of  his  foft 
Words  was  Paffion,  and  every  Accent  Love.  Oh  Roe¬ 
buck  !  \JVetps. 

Enter  Roebuck.  - 

Roeb.  This  is  the  Page,  Love’s  Link-Boy,  that  rpeft 
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light  me  the  Way - How  now,  pretty  Boy  ;  has  your 

Lady  beaten  you  ?  ha 1  ———This  Lady  muft  be  a  Venus , 
for  the  has  got  a  Cupid  in  her  Family.  ’.Tis  a  wondrous 
pretty  Boy—  [Leanthe  ftarts,  and  Jlares  at  him."\  but  a 
very  comical  Boy- - What  the  Devil  does  he  flare  at  ? 

Lean.  Oh  Heav’ns !  is  the  Objeft  real,  or  are  my 
Eyes  falfe  ?  Is  that  Roebuck?  or  ami  Leanthe?  I’m 
afraid  he’s  not  the  fame ;  and  too  fure  I’m  not  my  felf- — 
Afide. [Weeps. 

Roeb.  What  Offence  could  fuch  pretty  Innocence  com¬ 
mit,  to  deferve  a  Punifhment  to  make  you  cry  ? 

Lean.  Oh  Sir  !  a  wondrous  Offence. 

Roeb.  What  was  it,  my  Child  ? 

Lean.  I  prick’d  my  Finger  with  a  Pin,  till  I  made  it 
bleed. 

Roeb.  Such  little  Boys  as  you  fliould  have  a  care  of 
fharp  things. 

Lean.  Indeed,  Sir,  we  ought ;  for  it  prick’d  me  fo 
deep,  that  the  Sore  went  to  my  very  Heart. 

Roeb.  Poor  Boy !  here’s  a  Plafter  for  your  fore  Fin¬ 
ger.  [Gives  him  Gold. 

Lean.  Sir,  you  had  beft  keep  it  for  a  fore  Finger. 

[Returns  it. 

Roeb.  O’  my  Confcience  the  Boy’s  witty,  but  not  very 

wife  in  returning  Gold - Come,  come,  you  fhall-frake 

it.  [Forces  it  upon  him,  and  kijfes  him. 

Lean.  That’s  the  fitter  Cure  for  my  fore  Finger — — 
The  fame  dear  Lips  flill.  Oh  that  the  Tongue  within 
them  were  as  true !  -  [ Afide. 

Roeb.  By  Heav’ns,  this  Boy  has  the  fofteft  Pair  of  Lips 
I  ever  tafted.  I  ne’er  found  before,  that  Ladies  kifs’d 
their  Pages ;  but  now  if  this  Rogue  were  not  too  young, 
I  Ihou’d  fufpedl  he  were  before-hand  with  me.  Egad,  I 
muft  kifs  him  again— —Come,  you  fhall  take  the 
'  Money.  f Kijfes. 

Lean.  Oh  how  he  bribes  me  into  Bribery  !  Afide. ]  But 
what  muft  I  do  with  this  Money,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  You  muft  get  a  little  Miftrefs,  and  treat  her 
with  it. 

Lean.  Sir,  I  have  one  Miftrefs  already  ;  and,  they  fay, 

no 
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no  Man  can  ferve  two  Matters,  much  lefs  two  Miftreffes. 
How  many  Miftreffes  have  you,  pray  ? 

Roeb.  Umh  !  I  gad,  the  Boy  has  pos’d  me-— —  How 
many,  Child  ?  Why,  let  me  fee — There  was  Mrs.  Mary, 
Mis.  Margaret,  Mrs  .Lucy,  Mxs.Su/a7t,  Mrs  Judy,  and 
fo  forth ;  to  the  number  of  five  and  twenty,  or  there¬ 
abouts. 

Lean.  O  ye  Powers !  and  did  you  love  them  all  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  defperately - 1  wou’d  have  drank  and 

fought  for  any  one  of  ’em  :  I  have  fworn  and  ly’d  to 
everyone  of ’em,  and  have  lain  with ’em  all :  That’s 
for  your  Encouragement,  Boy.  Learn  betimes,  Youth  ; 
young  Plants  fhou’d  be  water’d.  Your  Smock-Face  was 
made  for  a  Chamber  Utenfil. 

Lean.  And  did  not  one  efcape  ye  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  one  did . the  Devil  take  her. 

Lean.  What,  don’t  you  love  her  then  ? 

Roeb.  No,  faith ;  but  I  bear  her  an  amorous  Grudge 
ftill ;  fomething  between.  Love  and  Spice. — I  could  kill 
her  withKindnefs. 

Lean.  I  don’t  believe  it,  Sir  ;  you  cou’d  not  be  fo 
hard-hearted,  fure  :  Her  honourable  Paffion,  I  think, 
fhou’d  pleafe  you  beft. 

Roeb.  O  Child !  Boys  of  your  Age  are  continually 
reading  Romances,  filling  your  Heads  with  that  old  Bom- 
baft  of  Love  and  Honour  :  But  when  you  come  to  my 
Years,  you’ll  underhand  better  things. 

Lean.  And  mutt  I  be  a  falfe  treacherous  Villain,  when 
I  come  to  your  Years,  Sir  ?  Is  Falfhood  and  Perjury  effen- 
tial  to  the  perfect  State  of  Manhood  ? 

Roeb.  Pfhaw,  Children  and  old  Men  always  talk  thus 
foolifhly - You  underftand  nothing,  Boy. 

Lean.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  been  in  Love,  and  much  more 
than  you,  I  perceive. 

Roeb.  It  appears  then,  that  there’s  no  Service  in  the 

World  fo  educating  to  a  Boy.  as  a  Lady’s . By  Jo-ve, 

this  Spark  may  be  older  than  I  imagine.  Hark  ye,  Sir  j 
do  you  never  pull  off  your  Lady’s  Shoes  and  Stockings? 
Do  you  never  reach  lrer  the-— Pincufhion  ?  Do  you  never 

fit 
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fit  on  her  Bed-fide,  and  fing  to  her  ?  Ha ! . Come,  tell 

me,  that’s  my  good  Boy.  [Makes  much  of  him. 

Lean.  Yes,  I  do  fing  her  afieep  fometimes. 

Roeb.  But  do  you  never^waken  her  again  ? 

Lean.  No,  but  I  conltantly  wake  my  felf ;  my  Kelt’s 
always  dilturb’d  by  Vifions  of  the  Devil. 

R»eb.  Who  wou’d  imagine  now,  that  this  young  Shaver 

cou’d  dream  of  a  Woman  fo  foon  ? - But  what  Songs 

does  your  Lady  delight  in  molt  ? 

Lean.  Pafiionate  ones,  Sir}  I’ll  fing  you  one  of ’em, 
if  you’ll  Itay. 

Roeb.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  little  Cherubim.  The 
Rogue  is  fond  of  Ihewing  his  Parts. - - Come,  begin. 

A  SONG:  Set  by  Mr.  Richardfon. 

I. 

TJO  W  blejfed  are  Lovers  in  Dijguife  l 
Like  Gods  they  fee , 

As  1  do  thee, 

Unfeen  by  humane  Eyes. 

Expos'  d  to  view, 
r  m  hid  from  you, 
r m  alter' d,  yet  the  fame : 

The  Dark'conceals  me. 

Love  reveals  me ; 

Love,  which  lights  me  by  its  Flame. 

n. 

Were  you  not  falfe,  you  wtu'd  me  know'. 

For  tho'  your  Eyes 
Cod'd  not  devife, 

Your  Heart  had  told,  you  fo. 

Your  Heart  wou'd  beat 
With  eager  Heat, 

And  me  by  Sympathy  wou'd find: 

True  Love  might  fee 
One  chang'd  like  me, 

Falfe  Love  is  only  blind. 

Roehf 
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Roeb.  Oh  my  Jitde  Angel  in  Voice  and  Shape?- — - 
[ Kijfes  her.  ]  I  cou’d  wilh  my  felf  a  Female  for  thy 
a  ke. 

Lean.  You’re  much  better  as  you  are  for  my  fake. 

\_Afide. 

Roeb.  Or  if  thou  vvert  a  Woman,  I  wou’d 

Lean.  What  would  you  ?  marry  me?  would  you  mar¬ 
ry1'  me  ? 

Roeb.  Marry  you,  Child  !  no,  no;  I  love  you  too  well 
for  that,  you  ihould  not  have  my  Hand,  but  all  my  Body 
at  once _ But  to  our  Bufinefs :  Is  your  Lady  at  home  ? 

Lean.  My  Lady !  What  Bufinefs  have  you  with  my 
Lady,  pray  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Don’t  ask  Queftions.  You  know  Mr.  Lo-venxell. 

Lean.  Yes,  very  well.  He’s  my  great  Friend,  and  one 
I  wou’d  ferve  above  all  the  World— —but  his  Siller - - 

Rceb.  His  Sifter !— Ha,  that  gives  me  a  Twinge  for 
my  Sin  — — -.Pray,  Mr.  Page,  was  Leanthe  well  when 
you  left  her  ? 

Lean.  Yes,  Sir;  but  wondrous  melancholy,  by  the 
Departure  of  a  dear  Friend  of  hers  to  another  World. 

Roeb.  Oh,  that  was  the  Perfon  mention’d  in  her  Let¬ 
ter,  whofe  Departure  occafion’d  your  Departure  for  Eng¬ 
land. 

Lean.  That  was  the  Occalion  of  my  coming,  too  fure. 

Sir; - Oh,  ’twas  a  dear  Friend  to  me  !  the  Lofs  makes 

me  weep. 

Roeb.  Poor  tender-hearted  Creature  !  —But  I  ftill  find 
there  was  not  a  Word  of  me  — Pray,  good  Boy,  let 
your  Miftrefs  know,  here’s  one  to  wait  on  her. 

Lean.  Your  Bufinefs  is  from  Mr.  Ldvenxell,  I  fuppofe. 
Sir. 

Roeb.  Yes,  yes. 

Lean.  Then  I’ll  go.  [Fa//. 

Roeb.  I  have  thrown  my  Call,  and  am  fairly  in  for’t. 
But  a’ n’t  I  an  impudent  Dog?  Had  I  as  much  Gold  in 
my  Breeches,  as  Brafs  in  my  Face,  I  durft  attempt  a 
whole  Nunnery.  This  Lady  is  a  reputed  Virtue,  of  good 
Fortune  and  Quality  ;  I  am  a  rakehelly  Rafcal,  not  worth 
a  Groat ;  and,  without  any  farther  Ceremony,  am  go- 
*  ing 
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Ing  to  debauch  her.  . But  hold - She  does  not 

lcnow  that  I’m  this  rakehelly  Rai'cal ;  and  I  know  that 
Ihe’s  a  Woman,  one  of  Eighteen  too;  beautiful,  witty. 

—  O’  my  Confcience,  upon  fecond  Thoughts,  I  am 

not  fo  impudent  neither. - Now  as  to  my  Management, 

I’ll  firft  try  the  whining  Addrefles,  and  fee  if  Ihe’il  bleed 
In  the  foft  Vein. 

Enter  Lucinda, 

Luc.  Have  you  any  Bufinefs  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Thus  look’d  the  Forbidden  Fruit,  lufcious  and 
tempting.  ’Tis  ripe,  and  will  foon  fall,  if  one  will 
{hake  the  Tree.  (. Afide . 

Luc.  Have  you  any  Bufinefs  with  me.  Sir  ? 

\Comes  nearer. 

Roeb.  Yes,  Madam,  the  Bus’nefs  of  Mankind  ;  to 
adore  you.  -My  Love,  like  my  Blood,  circulates  thro’ 
my  Veins,  and  at  every  Pulfe  of  my  Heart  animates  me 

with  a  frefh  Paftion— - Wonder  not,  Madam,  at  the 

Power  of  your  eyes,  whofe  pointed  Darts  have  ftruck  on 
a  young  and  tender  Heart,  which  they  eafily  pierced, 
and  which,  unaccuftom’d  to  fuch  Wounds,  finds  the 
Smart  more  painful. 

{Lean,  peeps.]  Oh  Tray  tor!  Juft  fuch  Words  he  fpake 
to  me.  % 

Luc.  Hey  day !  I  was  never  fo  attack’d  in  all  my 
Life.  In  Love  with  me,  Sir !  Did  you  ever  fee  me 
before  ? 

Roeb.  Never,  by  Jerje. — \_dftde~\  Oh,  ten  thoufand 
times.  Madam.  Your  lovely  Idea  is  always  in  my  View, 
either  afieep  or  awake,  eating  or  drinking,  walking, 
fitting,  or  Handing  ;  alone,  or  in  Company,  my  Fancy 
wholly  feeds  upon  your  dear  Image,  and  every  Thought 
is  you— Now  have  I  told  about  fifteen  Lyes  in  a 
Breath.  [ Ajide . 

Luc.'. I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  are  fome  conceited  young 
Scribler/  who  has  got  the  Benefits  of  a  firft  Play  in  your 
Pocket,  and  are  now  going  a  Fortune-hunting. 

Roeb.  But  why  a  Scribler,  Madam  ?  Are  my  Cloaths 
fo  coarfe,  as  if  they  were  fpun  by  thofe  lazy  Spinfters 
the  Mufes?  Does  the  Parting  of  my  Fore-top  lhew  fo 

thin. 
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thin,  as  if  it  refembled  the  two  wither’d  Tops  of  Par - 
naffns  ?  Do  you  fee  any  thing  peculiarly  whimfical  or 
ill-natur’d  in  my  Face  ?  Is  my  Countenance  ftrain’d,  as 
if  my  Head  were  diftorted  by  a  Strangury  of  Thought? 
Is  there  any  thing  proudly,  llovenly,  or  affectedly  care- 
lefs  in  my  Drefs  ?  Do  my  Hands  look  like  Paper- 
Moths  ?  I  think,  Madam,  I  have  nothing  Poetical  about 
Hie. 

Lac.  Yes,  Sir,  you  have  Wit  enough  to  talk  like  a 
Fool ;  and  are  Fool  enough  to  talk  like  a  Wit. 

Roeb.  You  call’d  me  Poet,  Madam,  and  I  know  no 
better  way  of  Revenge,  than  to  convince  you  that  I  am 
one  by  my  Impudence.  {Offers  to  kifs  her  Hand. 

Luc.  Then  make  me  a  Copy  of  Verfes  upon  that.  Sir. 

[  Hits  him  on  the  Ear,  and  exit. 

Leanthe  eniritig. 

Lean.  How  d’ye  like  the  SubjeCt,  Sir? 

Roeb.  ’Tis  a  very  copious  one — [Spitting:"] — —It  has 
made  my  Jolls  rhyme  in  my  Head.  This  it  is  to  be 
thought  a  Poet ;  every  Minx  mull  be  caking  his  Profef- 
fion  in  his  Teeth - What !  gone  ! 

Lean.  Ay,  Ihe  knows  that  making  Verfes  requires  So¬ 
litude  and  Retirement. 

Roeb.  She  certainly  was  afraid  I  intended  to  beg  leave 

to  dedicate  fomething - If  ever  I  make  Love  like 

a  Poetical  Fool  again,  may  I  never  receive  any  Favour 
but  a  SubjeCt  for  a  Copy  of  Verfes. 

Re-enter  Lucinda. 

Luc.  I  won’t  difmifs  him  thus,  for  fear  he  Lampoon 
me.  [  AJide .]  —Well,  Sir,  have  you  done  them  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  Madam,  will  you  pleafe  to  read  ? 

[Catches  her,  and  ki/fes  her  three  or  four  times. 

Lean.  Oh  Heaven  !  I  can  never  bear  it.  I  muft  de- 
vife  fome  Means  to  part  ’em.  [Exit. 

Luc.  Sir,  your  Verfes  are  too  rough  and  conftrain’d. 
However,  becaufe  I  gave  theOccafion,  I’ll  pardon  what’s 
paft. 

Roeb.  By  the  Lord,  fhe  was  angry  only  becaufe  I  did 
not  make  the  firll  Offer  to  her  Lips.  [AJide.] — Then, 
Madam,  the  Peace  is  concluded? 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Yes,  and  therefore’ both  Parties  Ihould  draw  out 
.of  the  Field.  [Going. 

Roeb.'  Not  till  we  make  Reprifals.  I  makePeace  with 
Sword  in  Hand,.  Madam ;  and  till  you  return  my 
Heart  which  you  have  taken,  or  your  own  in  Exchange, 
I  will  not  put  up.  And  fo,  Madam,  I  proclaim  open 
War  again.  [Catches  her. 

Enter  Leanthe. 

Lean.  Oh  Madam !  yonder’s  poor  little  Crab,  your 
Lap-dog,  has  got  his  Head  between  two  of  the  Window-  • 
bars,  and  is  lik’d  to  be  itrangled. 

[The  Dog  howls  behind  the  Scenes. 

Lac.  Oh  Lard,  my  poor  Crabby  !  I  muft  run  to  the 
Refcue  of  my  poor  Dog ;  I’ll  wait  on  you  inftantly. 
—Come,  come,  Page - Poor  Crabby  ! 

[Exit  with  Leanthe. 

Roeb.  Oh  the  Devil  choak  Crabby  ! - Well,  I  find 

there’s  much  more  Rhetorick  in  the  Lips  than  the 

Tongue.  - -  Had  Bufs  been  the  firft  Word  of  my 

Courtfhip,  I  might  have  gain’d  the  Out-works  by  this. 
Impudence  in  Love  is  like  Courage  in  War;  tho* both 
blind  Chances,  becaufe  Women  and  Fortune  rule  them. 


Re-enter  Leanthe. 

Lean.  Sir,  my  Lady  begs  your  Pardon ;  there’s  fome- 
thing  extraordinary  happen’d,  which  prevents  her  wait¬ 
ing  on  you,  as  lhe  promis’d. 

Roeb.  What,  has  Monfieur  Crabby  rubb’d  forne  of  the 
Hairs  off  his  Neck  ?  has  lie  diforder’d  his  pretty  Ears  ? 
— — She  won’t  come  again  then  ? 

Lean.  No,  Sir,  you  muff  excufe  her. 

'Roeb.  T lien  I’ll  go  and  be  drunk - —  Hark’e, 

Sirrah,  I  have  half  a  dozen  delicious  Creatures  waiting 
for  me  at  the  Sun;  you  lhall  along  with  me,  and  have 
your  Choice.  I’ll  enter  you  into  the  School  of  Venus, 
Child.  ’Tis  time  you  had  loll  your  Maidenhead,  you’re 
too  old  for  Play-things. 

Lean.  Oh  Heavens !  I  had  rather  he  Ihou’d  flay,  than 
1°  there.  [Afide.  ]  But  why  will  you  keep  fuch  Com¬ 
pany,  Sir  ? 


Roeb. 
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Roeb.  Nay,  if  you’re  for  Advice,  farewell  : 

Men  of  rife  XJ-  lerfanding  Jhou  d  always  defpife 
What  Babes  only  praftife,  and  Dotards  ad-uije. 

[Exit  Jtnging. 

Lean.  Wild  as  Winds,  and  un confin’d  as  Air. - Yet 

I  may  reclaim  him.  His  Follies  are  weakly  founded, 
upon  the  Principles  of  Humour,  where  the  very  Foun¬ 
dation  helps  to  undermine  the  Structure.  How  charm¬ 
ing  would  Virtue  look  in  him,  whofe  Behaviour  can 
add  a  Grace  to  the  Unfeemlinefs  of  Vice  ! 

Enter  Lucinda. 

Luc.  What,  is  the  Gentleman  gone  ? 

Lean.  Yes,  Madam.  He  was  inllantly  taken  ill  with 
a  violent  Pain  in  his  Stomach,  and  was  forc’d  to  hurry 
away  in  a  Chair  to  his  Lodging. 

Luc.  Oh  poor  Gentleman !  He’s  one  of  thofe  con¬ 
ceited  Fools,  that  think  no  Female  can  refill  their  Temp¬ 
tations.  Blockheads,  that  imagine  all  Wit  to  confift  in 
blafpheming  Heaven  and  Women  — —  I’ll  feed  his  Va¬ 
nity,  but  llarve  his  Love. 

And  tnay  all  Coxcombs  meet  no  better  Fate, 

Who  doubt  our  Sex's  Virtue,  or  dare  prompt  our  Hate. 

[. Exit . 

SCENE  Lyrick’r  Chamber  in  Widow  Bullfinch’r 
Houfe  ;  Papers  fcatter'd  about  the  Fable,  bimfeif  ft- 
ting  writing  in  a  Night  Gown  and  Cap. 

Lyr.  Two  as  good  Lines  as  ever  were  written  ~— 
R/fng.  ]  Igad  I  lhall  maul  chefe  Topping  Fellows. ——— 
Says  Mr.  Lee, 

Let  there  be  not  one  Glimps,  one  Starry  Spark, 

But  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  jujV.e  in  the  Dark. 

Says  little  Lyrick, 

Let  all  the  Lights  be  burnt  out  to  a  Snuff. 

And  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  play  at  Blind-man  s-buff. 
Very  well ! 

Let  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  fo 


'fall  out  and  cuff. 

That’s 
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That’s  much  mended.  They’re  as  noble  Lines  as  e’er 
were  penn’d.  Oh. !  here  comes  my  damn’d  Mufe  ;  I  am 
always  in  the  Humour  of  writing  Elegy,  after  a  little 
of  her  Infpiration. 

Enter  Bullfinch. 

Bull.  Mr.  Lyrick,  what  do  you  mean  by  all  this  ?  Here 
you  have  lodg’d  two  Years  in  my  Houfe,  promis’d  me 
Eighteen-pence  a  Week  for  your  Lodging,  and  I  have 
ne’er  receiv’d  eighteen  Farthings,  not  the  Value  of  that, 
Mr.  Lyrick.  [Snaps  nvith  her  Fingers.  ~]  You  always  put  me 

off  with  telling  me  of  your  Play,  your  Play  . — » 

Sir,  you  fhall  play  no  more  with  me,  I’m  in  earned:. 

Lyr.  This  living  on  Love  is  the  deareft  Lodging  — • 
a  Man’s  eternally  dunn’d,  tho’  perhaps  he  has  Jefs  of 
one  ready  Coin  than  t’other.  — — There’s  more  Trou¬ 
ble  in  a  Play  than  you  imagine,  Madam. 

Eull.  There’s  more  Trouble  with  a  Lodger  than  you 
think,  Mr.  Lyrick. 

Lyr.  Firft,  there’s  the  Decorum  of  Time. 

Bull  Which  you  never  obferve,  for  you  keep  the  ve* 
ry  worft  Hours  of  any  Lodger  in  Town. 

Lyr.  Then  there’s  theExaftnefs  of  Characters  — - 

Bull.  And  you  have  the  molt  fcandalous  one  I  ever 
heard. 

Lyr.  Then  there’s  laying  the  Drama. 

Bull.  Then  you  foul  my  Napkins  and  Towels. 

Lyr.  Then  there  are  Preparations  of  Incidents,  work¬ 
ing  the  Paffions,  Beauty  of  Expreflion,  Clol'enefs  of  Plot, 
Juitnefs  of  Place,  Turn  of  Language,  opening  the  Ca- 
taftrophe. 

Bull.  Then  you  wear  out  my  Sheets,  burn  my  Fire  and 
Candle,  dirty  my  Houfe,  eat  my  Meat,  deflroy  my 

Drink,  wear  out  my  Furniture - 1  have  lent  you 

Money  out  of  my  Pocket.  - 

Lyr.  Was  ever  poor  Rogue  fo  ridden  ?  If  everthe 

Mufes  had  a  Horfe,  I  am  he. - Faith,  Madam,  poor 

Pegafus  is  jaded. 

Bull.  Come,  come.  Sir,  he  fhan’t  flip  his  Neck  out  of 
the  Collar,  for  all  that.  Money  I  will  have,  and  Money 
I  muft  have ;  let  your  Play  and  you  both  be  damn’d. 

C  Lyr. 
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Ljr.  We':!,  Madam,  my  Bcokfeller  is  to  bring  me  feme 
twenty  Guineas  for  a  few  Sheets  o:  mine  prefentiy,  which 
I  hope  will  free  me  from  your  Sheets. 

Bull.  My  Sheets,  Mr.  brick!  Pray  \yhat  d'ye  mean  ? 
Til  afitire  you,  Sir,  my  Sheets  are  finer  than  any  of  year 
Mufes  ip  inning - Marry  come  up. 

Ljr.  Faith  you  have  fpun  me  fo  fine,  that  you  have 
aim oit  crack’d  my  Thread  of  Life,  as  may  appear  by  my 
SpindJe-fhanks. 

Bull.  Why  fure - Where  was  your  bhalia  and  your 

Llelpar.er.e,  when  the  Taylor  would  have  dripped  you  of 
your  Silk  Waiftcoat,  and  have  clapp'd  you  on  a  Stone 
Doublet  r  Would  all  your  golden  Verfes  have  paid  the 
Serjeant’s  Fees  ? 

Ljr.  Truly,  you  freed  me  from  Gaol,  to  confine  me  in 
a  Dungeon  ;  you  did  not  ranl'cm  me,  but  bought  me  as 
a  Slave  ;  fo.  Madam.  I’ll  purchase  my  Freedom  as  lbcn 
as  pofiible.  Fleih  and  Bicod  can’t  bear  it. 

Bull.  Take  jour  Courfe,  Sir- - There  were  a  couple 

.c-i  Gentlemen  juft  now  to  enquire  for  you  j  and  if  they 
come  again,  they  fhan’t  be  put  off  with  the  old  Story  of 
your  being  abroad,  Fii  pronufe  you  that.  Sir.  [ Exit. 

Ljr.  Zoons !  If  this  Bookieiler  does  not  bring  me  .Mo¬ 
sey — 

Enter  Pamphlet. 

Oh  ?  Mr.  Pamphlet,  your  Servant.  Have  you  perus’d 
my  Pcems  ? 

Pam.  Yes,  Sir;  and  there  are  fome  things  very  well, 
extraordinary  well,  Mr.  Ljrich :  But  I  don’t  think ’em 
for  ray  Purpofe - Poetry  is  a  mere  Drug,  Sir. 

Ljr.  Is  that  became  I  take  Phyfick  when  I  write  ? 
•——Damn  this  costive  Fellow,  now  he  does  net  app.e- 
hend  the  Joke.  \_Afide. 

Pam.  No,  Sir,  but  your  Name  does  not  recommend 
’em.  One  muft  write  himielf  into  a  Confumption  be. ore 
he  gain  Reputation. 

Ljr.  That’s  the  way  to  ly  abed  when  his  Name’s  up. 
Now  I  ly  abed  before  I  can  gain  Retutadcn. 

Per. j.  Why  fo.  Sir? 


Ljr. 
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Lyr.  Becaufe  I  have  fcarcely  any  Cloaths  to  put  on— 
If  ever  Man  did  Penance  in  a  white  Sheet — — 

Pam.  You  ftand  only  fometimes  in  a  white  Sheet  for 
your  Offences  with  your  Landlady.  Faith,  I  have  often 
wonder’d  how  your  Mufe  could  take  fuch  Flights,  yoak’d 
to  fuch  a  Cart-load  as  fhe  is. 

Lyr.  Oh !  they  are  like  the  Irijh  Horfes,  they  draw 

bell  by  the  Tail - Have  you  ever  feen  any  of  my  Bur- 

lefque,  Mr.  Pamphlet  ?  I  have  a  Projedt  of  turning  three 
or  four  of  our  moll  topping  Fellows  in  Doggrel.  As  for 
Example :  '  [Reads. 

Conquef  with  Laurels  has  our  Arms  adorn  d, 

And  Rome  in  Lears  of  Blood  our  Anger  mourn  d. 
Now,  Butchers  with  Rofemary  have  our  Beef  adorn' d. 
Which  has  in  Gravy  Lears  our  Hunger  mount  d. 

How  d’ye  like  it,  Mr.  Pamphlet,  ha  ? - Well—— 

Like  Gods ,  we  pafs' d  the  rugged  Alpine  Hills ,  1 

Melted  our  Way,  and  drove  our  hijjhig  Wheels  > 
Lhro'  cloudy  Deluges,  eternal  Rills.  j 

Now  obferve,  Mr.  Pamphlet ;  pray  obferve. 

Like  Razors  keen,  our  Knives  cut  Paffage  clean . 
Lhrough  Rills  of  Fat,  and  Deluges  of  Lean. 

Pam.  Very  well,  upon  my  Soul. 

Lyr.  Hurt d  dreadful  Fire,  and  Vinegar  infus'd. 

Pam.  Ay,  Sir,  Vinegar  !  how  patly  that  comes  in  for 
the  Beef,  Mr.  Lyrick  !  ’Tis  all  wondrous  fine,  indeed. 

Lyr.  This  is  the  moll  ingenious  Fellow  of  his  Trade 
that  I  have  feen  ;  he  underftands  a  good  thing.  — [Afde.~\, 

But  as  to  our  Bus’nefs - What  are  you  willing  to  give 

for  thefe  Poems  ?  Prithee  fay  fomething.  There  are  about 

three  thoufand  Lines - Here,  take  ’em  for  a  couple  of 

Guineas. 

Pam.  No,  Sir ;  Paper  is  fo  exceflive  dear,  that  I  dare 
not  venture  upon  ’em. 

Lyr.  Well,  becaufe  you’re  a  Friend,  I’ll  bellow  ’em 

upon  you. - Here,  take ’em  all"  —  -There’s  the  Hopes 

of  a  Dedication  ftill.  [Afde. 

Pam.  I  give  you  a  thoufand  Thanks,  Sir;  but  1  dare 
not  venture  the  Hazard ;  they’ll  never  quit  Colt  indeed,  Sir. 

C  2  Lyr. 
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Lyr.  This  Fellow  is  one  of  the  greateft  Blockheads 

that  ever  was  Member  of  a  Corporation - How  Ihall 

I  be  reveng’d  ? 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  there  are  two  Men  below  defire  to  have  the 
Honour  of  kiffing  your  Hand. 

Lyr.  They  mult  be  Knaves  or  Fools,  by  their  fulfome 

Complement.  Hark  ye — — [IVhifpers  the  Boy.'] - Bid 

’em  walk  up. 

Pam.  Since  you  have  got  Company,  Sir,  Fll  take  my 
Leave. 

Lyr.  No,  no,  Mr.  Pamphlet,  by  no  means :  We  mull 
drink  before  we  part.  Boy,  a  Pint  of  Sack  and  a  Toaft. 
Thefe  are  two  Gentlemen  out  of  the  Country,  who  will 
be  for  all  the  new  things  lately  publiih’d ;  they’ll  be  good 

Cuftomers  -• - Come,  fit  down - You  have  not 

feen  my  Play  yet  ?  — —Here,  take  the  Pen,  and  if  you 
fee  any  thing  amifs,  corrett  it ;  I’ll  go  bring  ’em  up. 
—  -Stay,  lend  me  your  Hat  and  Wig,  or  I  ihall  take 
cold  going  down  Stairs. 

[He  takes  Pamphlet’ r  Hat  and  Wig,  and  puts  his  Cap 
on  Pamphlet'^  Head. 

Pam.  [Solus]  This  is  a  right  Poetical  Cap ;  ’cis  Bays 
-the  Outfide,  and  the  Lining  Fuftian. —  [Reading.] — This 
is  all  Stuff,  worfe  than  his  Poems. 

Enter  two  Bailiffs  behind  him,  and  clap  him  on  the 
Shoulder. 

1  Bail.  You’re  the  King’s  Prifoner. 

Pam.  That’s  a  good  Fancy  enough,  Mr.  Lyrick.  But 
pray  don’t  interrupt  me.  I’m  in  the  bell  Scene.  —  Igad, 
the  Drama  is  very  well  laid. 

2  Bail  Come,  Sir. 

Pam.  Well,  well,  Sir,  I’ll  pledge  ye.  Prithee  now, 

good  Mr.  Lyrick,  don’t  difturb  me. - 

And furious  Lightnings  brandifld d  in  her  Eyes. 

That’s  true  Spirit  of  Poetry. 

j  Bail.  Zoons,  Sir,  d’ye  banter  us  ? 

'pa_t-*/iJ)l\($fPakes  him  under  each  Arm,  and  hauls  him  if 

jt-JLxrh.  Gentlemen - 1  beg  yourPardon.  How  d’ye 

like  the  City,  Gentlemen  ?  If  you  have  any  occafion  for 

Books 
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Books  to  carry  into  the  Country,  I  can  furnifh  you  as  well 
as  any  Man  about  PanTs.  Where’s  Mr.  Lyrick  ? 

1  Bail.  Thefe  Wits  are  damnable  cunning.  I  always 
have  double  Fees  for  arrefting  one  of  you  Wits.  All 
your Evafions  won’t  do;  we  underftand  Trap,  Sir;  you 
mull  net  think  to  catch  old  Birds  with  Chaff,  Sir. 

Pam.  Zoons,  Gentlemen,  I’m  not  the  Ferfon  :  I’m  a 
Freeman  of  the  City  ;  I  have  good  Effefts,  Gentlemen, 
good  Effefts.  D’ye  think  to  make  a  Fool  of  me  ?  I'm 
a  Bookfeller,  no  Poet. 

2  Bail.  Ah,  Sir,  we  know  what  you  are.  by  your 
Fool’s  Cap  there. 

1  Bail.  Yes,  one  of  you  Wits  would  have  pafs’d  upon 
us  for  a  Corn-cutter  yellerday  ;  and  was  fo  like  one,  we 
had  almoll  believ’d  him .  [Hauls  him 

Pam.  Why  Gentlemen,  Gentlemen,  Officers,  have  a 
little  Patience,  and  Mr.  Lvrick  will  come  up  Stairs. 

i  Bail.  No,  no,  Mr.  Lyrick  (hall  go  down  Stairs:  He 
would  have  us  wait  till  fome  Friends  come  in  to  relcue 
him.  Ah  !  thefe  Wits  are  devililh  cunning. 

[Exeunt,  hailing  Pamphlet. 

Enter  Lyrick,  Mockmode,  and  Club ;  Lyrick  drefsd. 

Lyr.  Ha,  ha,  ha— ~  Very  Poetical,  faith  ;  a  good  Plot 
for  a  Play,  Mr.  Mockmode,  a  Bookfeller  bound  in  Calves- 

Leather  - Ha,  ha,  ha. - Flow  they  walk’d  along 

like  the  three  Volumes  of  the  Englifh  Rogue  fqueez’d  to¬ 
gether  on  a  Shelf! 

Mock.  What  was  it  ?  What  w.as  it,  Mr.  Lyrick <? 

Lyr.  Why,  I  am  a  Statefman,  Sir— —I  can’t  but 
laugh,  to  think  how  they’ll  fpunge  the  Sheet  before  the 
Errata  be  blotted  out ;  and  then  how  he’il  hamper  the 
Dogs  for  falfe  Impriforiment. 

Mock.  But  pray,  what's  the  matter,  Mr.  Lyrick? 

Lyr.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  a  (hirking  Bookfeller  that  ow’d 
me  about  forty  Guineas  for  a  few  Lines.  He  would  have 
put  me  off,  fo  I  fent  for  a  couple  of  Bull-dogs,  and  ar- 
relled  him. 

Mock.  Oh  Lard  !  Mr.  Lyrick,  Honefly’s  quite  out  of 
Doors;  ’tis  a  rare  thing  to  find  a  Man  that’s  a  true  Friend, 
a  true  Friend  is  a  rare  thing  indeed !  —Mr.  Lyrick, 

C  3  ^  will 
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will  you  be  my  Friend  ?  I  only  want  that  Accompliih- 
ment.  I  have  got  a  Millrefs,  a  Dancing  and  Fencing- 
mailer  ;  and  now  I  want  only  a  Friend,  to  be  a  fine  Gen¬ 
tleman. 

Lyr.  Have  you  never  had  a  Friend,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  Yes,  a  very  honeft  Fellow ;  oar  Fdendihip  com¬ 
menc'd  in  the  College-Cellar,  and  we  lov’d  one  another 
like  two  Brothers,  till  we  unluckily  fell  out  afterwards  at 
a  Game  of  Tables. 

Lyr.  I  find  then  that  neither  of  ye  loft  by  the  Set — [A- 

fUe  ]  - But  my  fhort  Acquaintance  can’t  recommend 

me  to  fu'ch  a  Truft. 

Mock.  Plhaw  !  Acquaintance  !— You  mull  be  a  Man  of 
Honour,  as  you’re  a  Poet,  Sir. 

Lyr.  But  what  ufe  would  you  make  of  a  Friend,  Sir? 

Meek.  Only  to  tell  my  Secrets  to,  and  be  my  Second, 
— - — Now,  Sir,  a  Wit  muft  be  beft  to  keep  a  Secret, 
becaufe  what  you  fay  to  one’s  Prejudice  will  be  thought 
Malice.  Then  you  muft  have  a  devilish  deaLof  Courage, 

by  your  heroick  Writing - 

But  know,  that  I  alone  am  King  of  Me. 

Heavens !  fure  the  Author  of  that  Line  muft  be  a  plaguy 
llouc  Fellow  ;  it  makes  me  valiant  as  Hefior  when  I  read  it. 

Lyr.  Sir,  we  ftick  to  what  we  write,  as  little  as  Divines 
to  what  they  preach - Befides,  Sir,  there  are  other  Qua¬ 

lifications  requifite  in  a  Friend,  he  muft  lend  you  Money. 
Now,  Sir,  I  can’t  be  that  Friend,  fori  want  forty  Guineas. 

Mock.  Sir,  I  can  lend  you  fifty  upon  good  Security. 
— — — ’Twas  the  laft  Word  my  Father  fpoke  on  his 
Death-bed,  that  I  ihould  never  lend  Money  without  Se¬ 
curity. 

Lyr.  Fie,  Sir  !  Security  from  a  Friend,  and  a  Man  of 
Honour  by  his  Profeflion  too  ! 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe  that’s  true,  you  are  my  Friend. 
Then  I’ll  tell  you  a  Secret.  [They  whifper. 

Club.  Now  will  this  plaguy  Wit  turn  my  Nofe  out  of 

Joint  - -1  was  my  Maker’s  Friend  before,  tho’  I 

never  found  the  knack  of  borrowing  Money;  tho’  I  have 
receiv'd  fome  Marks  of  his  Friendlhip,  fome  found  Drubs 
about  the  Head  and  Shoulders,  or  fo.  I  have  been  bound 

for 
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for  him  too  in  the  Stocks,  for  his  breaking  Windows  very 
often.  —  [Afede. 

Lyr.  Mr.  Mockmode,  you  may  be  'impos’d  upon.  I 
wou’d  fee  this  Lady  you  court.  I  know  Mr.  LovewelV 
has  a  Miilrefs  nam’d  Lucinda  ;  b>ut  that  fhe  lodges  in  this 
Houfe,  I  much  doubt. 

Mock.  Fmpos’d  upon  !  that’s  very  comical - Ha,  ha,. 

ha - Y ou  fhall  fee,  Sir  ;  come- - Pray,  Sir,  you’re  my 

Friend. 

Lyr.  Nay,  pray,  indeed.  Sir,  I  beg  your  [They  comple- 
'  tnent  for  theDoord\  Pardon,  you’re  a ’Squire,  Sir. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  you  lye.  Pm  not  a  Fool ;  i’ll  take 
an  Affront  from  no  Man - Draw,  Sir.  [Draws. 

Club.  Draw,  Sir.  - Igad,  I’ll  put  his  Nofe  out  of 

Joint  now. 

Lyr.  Unequal  Numbers,  Gentlemen. 

Club.  I’m  only  my  Mailer’s  Friend,  his  Second,  or  fo,  Sir, 

Lyr.  What’s  the  matter,  noble  Squire  ? 

Mock.  You  lye  again,  Sir;  Zauns,  draw. 

[Strikes  him  with  his  Sword. 

Lyr.  Ha !  a  Blow ! - EJfex,  a  Blow  ! - yet  I  will 

be  calm. 

Club.  Zoons,  draw,  Sir.  [Strikes  him. 

Lyr.  Oh  Patience,  Heaven !  — Thou  art  my  Friend  ftill. 

Mock.  You  lye.  Sir. 

Lyr.  Then  thou  art  a  Tray  tor,  Tyrant,  Monfler. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  you’re  a  Son  of  aWhore,  and  aRafcal, 

Club.  A  Scribler. 

Lyr.  A  h,  ah - that  flings  home - Scribler ! 

Mock.  Ay,  Scribler,  Ballad-maker. 

Lyr.  Nay  then - 

I  and  the  Gods  will  fight  it  with  ye  all.  [Draw, 


Enter  Roebuck  drunk,  and  Jinging. 

France  ne'er  will  comply, 

-  Till  her  Claret  runs  dry  ; 

Then  let's  pull  away  to  defeat  her  : 

Lie  hinders  the  Peace, 

Who  refufes  his  Glafs , 

And  defernoes  to  be  bang'd for  a  T ray  tori 
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Now,  my  Myrmidons,  fall  on ;  I  have  taken  off  the  odds^ 

Dub  a  dub ,  dub  a  dub,  to  the  Battle.  [fzkiyf. 

Zoons,  Gentlemen,  why  don’t  you  fight  ?  Blood,  fight. 
Oblige  me  fo  far  to  fight  a  little ;  1  long  to  fee  a  little 
Sport. 

Lyr.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  fhew  Sport  to  any  Man.  [Puts  up. 
Mock.  And  fo  do  I,  by  the  Univerfe. 

Club.  And  I,  by  the  Univerfe. 

Lyr.  I  fhall  take  another  time.  [Exit. 

Roeb.  Here,  Rafcal,  take  your  Chopping-knife - 

[Gives  Club  his  Sword.~\  and  bring  me  a  Joint  of  that 

Coward’s  Flelh  for  your  Mailer’s  Supper - Fly,  Dog. 

[Lakes  him  by  the  Nofe. 

Club.  Ah - This  Fellow’s  likelieft  to  put  my  Nofe 

cut  of  Joint. 

Roeb.  Now,  Sir,  tell  me  how  you  durft  be  a  Coward. 
Mock.  Coward,  Sir!  I’m  a  Man  of  a  great  Ellate,  Sir; 
I  have  five  thoufand  Acres  of  good  fighting  Ground  a3 
any  in  England ,  good  Lerra Jirma ,  Sir.  — Coward,  Sir! 
Have  a  care  what  you  fay,  Sir - My  Father  was  a  Par¬ 

liament-Man,  Sir ;  and  I  was  bred  at  the  College,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Oh,  then  I  know  your  Genealogy  ;  your  Father 
was  a  ienior  Fellow,  and  your  Mother  was  an  Air-pump. 
Y cu  were  fuckled  by  Platonick  I  deas,  and  you  have  fome 
of  your  Mother’s  Milk  in  your  Nofe  yet. 

Mock.  Form  the  Propofition  by  Mode  and  Figure,  Sir. 

Roeb.  I  told  you  fo. - Blow  your  Nofe,  Child  ;  and 

have  a  care  of  dirting  yourPhilofophical  Slabbering-bib. 
Mock.  What  d’ye  mean,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Your  llarch’d  Band,  fet  by  Mode  and  Figure,  Sir. 

Mock.  Band,  Sir! - This  Fellow’s  blind,  drunk.  I 

wear  a  Cravat,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Then  fet  a  good  Face  upon  the  matter.  Throw 
off  Childilhnefs  and  Folly,  with  your  Hanging-Sleeves. 
Now  you  have  left  the  Univerfity,  learn,  learn. 

Mock.  This  Fellow's  an  Atheift,  by  the  Univerfe.  I'll 
take  Notice  of  him,  and  inform  againft  him  for  being 
drunk  — — -  Pray,  Sir,  what’s  your  Name  ? 


Roeb . 


Love  and  a  Bottle.  57 

Roeb.  My  Name  !  by  the  Lord,  I  have  forgot  - - 

Stay,  I  fhall  think  on’t  by  and  by. 

Mock.  Zauns,  forget  your  own  Name !  Your  Memory 
muft  be  very  fhort,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Ay,  fo  it  feems,  for  I  was  but  chr^tlen'd  this 
Morning,  and  I  have  forgot  it  already. 

Mock.  Was  your  Worship  then  Turk  or  Jew  before  ? 
m  I  knew  he  was  fome  damn’d  bloody  Dog.  \_Afide. 

Roeb.  Sir,  I  have  been  Turk,  or  Je iv  rather,  fince ; 
for  I  have  got  a  plaguy  heatheniih  Name— — Pox  on’t— 

—  Oh!  now  I  have  it - Mo — Mock . mo Mock- 

mode. 

Mock.  Mockmode!  Mockmode!  Sir,  pray  how  do  you 
fpell  it  ? 

Roeb.  Go  you  to  your  A,  B,  C,  you  came  laft  from 
the  Univerfity. 

Mock.  Sir,  I’m  call’d  Mockmode. - What  Family  are 

you  of,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  Of  Mockmode-Hall  in  Shroffoire. 

Roeb.  Then  I’m  of  the  fame,  I  believe-  — I  fancy. 
Sir,  that  you  and  I  are  near  Relations. 

Mock.  Relations!  Sir,  there  are  but  two  Families: 
my  Father’s,  who  is  now  dead;  and  his  Brother  Colonel 
Peaceable  Mockmode. 

Roeb.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame  Colonel  Peaceable  ■-  ■- 
Is  he  not  Colonel  of  Militia? 

Mock.  Yes,  Sir. 

Roeb.  And  was  not  he  High  Sheriff  of  the  County  lafl 
Year? 

Mock.  The  very  fame.  Sir. 

Roeb.  The  very  fame ;  I’m  of  that  Family - -And 

your  Father  dy’d  about - let  me  fee— 

Mock.  About  half  a  Year  ago. 

Roeb.  Exaftly  ;  by  the  fame  Token  you  got  drunk  at 
a  Hunting  match  that  very  Day  feven-night  he  was  bu- 
ry’d. 

Mock.  This  Fellow’s  a  Witch - But  k  looks  very 

ftrange  that  you  fhould  be  chriften’d  this  Morning.  I’m- 
fure  your  Godfathers  had  a  plaguy  deal  to  anlwei  for. 

Roeb.  Oh,  Sir,  I’m  of  Age  to  anfvver  for  my  felf. 
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Mock.  One  wou’d  not  think  fo,  you’re  fo  forgetful. 
’Tis  two  and  twenty  Years  fmce  I  was  chriften’d,  and  I 
can  remember  my  Name  kill. 

Roeb.  Come,  we’ll  take  a  Glafs  of  Wine,  and  that 
will  cleaj^our Undeiftanding.  We'll  remember  ourFriends. 

Mock.  You  mull  excufe  me,  Sir.  — - This  is  fome 

Sharper.  [ Afide . 

Roeb.  Nay,  prithee  Coufin,  good  Coulin  Mockmode, 
one  Glafs.  I  know  you  are  an  honell  Fellow.  We  mull 
remember  our  Relations  in  the  Country  indeed.  Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,  Sir,  you’re  fo  fhort  of  Memory,  you  can 
never  call ’em  to  mind.  You  have  forgot  yourfelf,  Sir; 
Mockmode  is  a  Heathen ifn  Name,  Sir,  and  all  that.  Sir. 
And  fo  1  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Roeb.  Now  were  I  Lawyer  enough,  by  this  little  En¬ 
quiry  into  that  Fellow’s  Concerns,  I  cou’d  bring  in  a  faife 
Deed  to  cheat  him  of  his  Ellate. 

Enter  Brulh. 

Where  the  Devil  is  thy  Mailer?  You  faid  I  Ihould 
fmd  him  here. 

Bntjb.  ’Tis  impoffible  for  you,  or  me,  or  any  body  to 
Und  him. 

Roeb.  Why? 

Brvjh.  Becaure  he  has  loll  himfelf.  The  Devil  has 
made  a  Juggler’s  Ball  of  him,  I  believe.  He’s  here  now ; 
then,  Prejto,  pafsin  an  inllant.  He  has  got  Ibme  damn’d 
Eus’nefs  to  day  in  hand. 

Roeb.  Ay,  fo  it  feems - 1  mull  be  ’Squire  Mockmode, 

and  court  an  honourable  Miltrefs,  in  the  Devil’s  Name! 
— Well,  let  my  fober  thinking  Friend  plot  on,  and  lay 
Traps  to  catch  Futurity  ;  I’m  for  holding  falTto  the  pre- 
font— —!  have  got  about  twenty  Guineas  in  my  Pocket; 
and  whiift  they  la  11,  the  Devil  take  George  if  he  thinks  of 
f  uturity ;  ?11  go  hand  in  hand  with  Fortune  : 


She  is  an  hor.eji,  giddf,  reeling  Punk  ; 

My  Head  far  Wheel,  turn  round,  ar.d fo  <voe  both  are  drunk. 

[Exit  reeling. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  Lucinda’*  Houfe. 


'Enter  Leanthe,  and  Pindrefs  following  with  a  Paper  of 
Sweet-meats  in  her  Hand. 

P  I  N  D  R  E  S  S. 

ERE,  here,  Page,  your  Lady  has  fent  you 
fome  Sweet-meats ;  but  indeed  you  (ha’n’t 
have  ’em  till  you  hire  me. 

Lean,  She  fent  four  Sauce,  when  fhe  made 
you  the  Bearer.  [Afde. 

Pind.  Prithee  now,  what  makes  you  conftantly  fo  me¬ 
lancholy  ?.  Come,  you  mult  be  merry,  and  fhall  be  merry  ; 
I’ll  get  you  fome  Play- things. 

Lean.  I  believe  you  want  «P1  ay -things  more  than  I. 
-  But  I  wou’d  be  private,  Pindrefs. 

Pind.  Well,  my  Child,  I’ll  be  private  with-  you. 
Boys  and  Girls  fhould  kill  be  private  together  ;  and 
we  may  be  as  retir’d  as  we  pleafe  ;  for  my  Miflrefs 
is  reading  in  her  Clofet,  and  all  the  Servants  are  be¬ 
low. - But  what  Concerns  have  you  ?  I’m  fure, 

fuch  a  little  Boy  can  have  no  great  Bus’nefs  in  private. 
Lean.  I  will  try  thee  for  once.  \_Afidel\  ---Yes,  Mrs. 

Pindrefs,  I  have  great  Inclination - 

Pind.  To- what?  To  do  what.  Sir? — Don’t  name  it : 

■ - ’Tis  all  in  vain  ;  - you  lha’n’t  do  it;  you  need 

not  ask  it. 

Lean.  Only  to  kifs  you.'  \Jdiffes  her . 

Pind.  Oh  fie.  Sir  1  Indeed  I’ll  none  of  your  Kilfes. 
Take  it  back  again.  \_KiJfes  him, ]  Is  not  the  take  of  the 
Sweet-meats  very  pretty  about  my  Lips  ?  •  m 
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Lean.  Oh  hang  your  liquorilh  Chaps ;  you’d  fain  be 
licking  your  Lips,  I  find  that.  [ Afide . 

Find.  Indeed,  Mr.  Page,  I  won’t  pay  you  the  Kifies 
you  won  from  me  lafi  Night  at  Crofs-purpofes ;  and  you 

lha’n’t  think  to  keep  my  Pawn  neither. - Pray  give 

me  my  Hungary  Boctle - As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d,  I  will 

have  my  Hungary  Bottle. - [Rummaging  hi m.~\ - 

I'm  ftronger  than  you. - I’ll  carry  you  in-,  and  throw 

you  upon  the  Bed,  and  take  it  from  you. 

[T akes  him  up  in  her  Arms. 

Lean.  Help !  help  !  I  lhall  be  ravilh’d  !  Help  !  help  ! 

Enter  Lucinda. 

Luc.  What’s  the  matter  ?  Oh  blefs  me  ! 

Find.  Oh  dear,  Mariam,  this  unlucky  Boy  had  al- 
moft  fpoil’d  me.  Did  not  your  Ladylhip  hear  me 
cry  I  Ihou’d  be  ravilh’d  ?  I  was  fo  weak,  I  could  not 
refill  the  little  llrong  Rogue;  he  whipt  me  up  in  his 
Arms,,  like  a  Baby  ;  and  had  not  your  Ladyfhip  come 
in — _ « 

Luc.  What,  Sirrah  !  would  you  debauch  my  Maid, 
you  little  Cock- Sparrow  ?  mull  you  be  Billing  too?  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  make  her  whip  you,  Sirrah. 

Find.  Oh  dear.  Madam,  let  me  do’t.  I’ll  take  him 
into  the  Room,  and  I  will  fo  chaliife  him - 

Luc.  But  do  you  think  you’ll  be  able,  Piudrefs  ?  I’ll 
fend  one  of  the  Men  to  help  you. 

Find  No,  no,.  Madam :  I  could  manage  him  with 
one  Hand— - See  here,  Madam. 

[Takes  him  in  her  Arms,  and  is  running  away. 

Luc.  Hold,  hold  :  Is  this  you  that  the  little  llrong 
Rogue  had  almoll  ravilh’d  ?  he  fnatch’d  you  up  in  his 

Arms  like  a  Baby  ! - Ah  Findrefs ,  Pindrefs !  I  iee  y’are 

very  weak  indeed- — - — Are  not  you  afham’d,  Girl,  to  de¬ 
bauch  my  iirtle  Boy  ? 

Find.  Your  Ladylhip  gave  me  Orders  to  make  him 
merry,  and  divert  his  Melancholy ;  and  I  know  no 
better  way  than  to  teaze  him  a  little.  I’m  afraid  the 
Boy  is  troubled  with  the  Rickets,  and  a  little  lhaking. 
Madam,  wou’d.do  him  fome  good, 
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Lean.  I’m  tir’d  with  Impertinence,  and  have  other 
Bus’nefs  to  mind.  [Ajide.  Exit. 

Pind.  I  hope  your  Ladylhip  entertains  no  ill  Opinion 
of  my  Virtue. 

Luc.  Truly  I  don’t  know  what  to  think  on’t :  But  I’ve 
fo  good  an  Opinion  of  your<Senfe,  as  to  believe  you  wou’d 
not  play  the  Fool  with  a  Child. 

Pind.  We’re  all  fubjedl  to  playing  the  Fool,  if  you  con¬ 
tinue  your  Refolution  of  marrying  the  firft  Man  that  asks 
you  the  Queftion. 

Luc.  No,  my  Mind’s  chang’d ;  I’ll  never  marry  any 
Man. 

Pind.  I  dare  fwear  that  Refolution  breaks  fooner  than 
the  former.  \_Afide.]  Ah,  Madam,  Madam  !  if  you  never 
believe  Man  again,  you  mull  never  be  Woman  again ;  for 
tho’  we  are  as  cunning  as  Serpents,  we  are  naturally  as 
flexible  too.  Speak  ingenuoully,  Madam,  if  Mr.  Lcue- 
nuell  fhou’d,  with  an  amorous  Whine,  and  fuppliant 
Cringe,  tell  you  a  formal  Story,  contrary  to  what  we 
fufpedl,  wou’d  you  not  believe  him  ? 

Luc.  What,  believe  his  vain  Affertions,  before  the  De- 
monllration  of  my  Senfes !  No,  no ;  my  Love’s  not  fo 
blind.  Did  not  I  fee  his  Mifs  and  his  Child  ?  Did  not  I 
behold  him  giving  her  Money  ?  Did  I  not  hear  him  de¬ 
clare,  he  would  fettle  her  in  a  Lodging  ? 

Pind.  But,  Madam,  upon  ferious  Reffedlion,  where’s 
the  great  Harm  in  all  this  ?  moll  Ladies  wou’d  be  over- 
joy’d  at  fuch  a  Difcovery  of  their  Lover’s  Ability.  The 
Child  feem’d  a  lufty  chopping  Boy  ;  and  let  me  tell  you. 
Madam,  it  mull  be  a  lufty  chopping  Boy  that  got  it. 

Luc.  Urge  no  farther  in  his  Defence ;  he’s  a  Villain, 
and  of  all  Villains  I  hate  moll  an  hypocritical  one.  The 
Ladies  give  him  the  Epithet  of  modeft,  and  the  Gentle¬ 
men  that  of  iober  Lowe-well.  Now  methinks  fuch  a  piece 
1  of  Debauchery  fits  fo  aukwardly  on  a  perfon  of  his  Cha¬ 
racter,  .that  it  adds  an  Unleemlinefs.  to  the  natural  Vile- 
nels  of  the  Vice  ;  and  he  that  dares  be  a  Hypocrite  in 

Religion,  will  certainly  be  one  in  Love  - - Stay,  is  not 

that  he  ?  [  Pointing  outwards. 

Find .  Yes,  Madam  ;  I  believe  he  is  going  to  the  Park. 

Luc , 
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Luc.  Call  a  couple  of  Chairs  quickly ;  we’ll  thither 
mafqu’d.  This  Day’s  Adventures  argue  fome  intended 
Plot  upon  me,  which  I  may  countermine  by  only  fetting. 

&  Face  upon  the  matter.  [Puts  her  Mafque  on. 

For  as  Hypocrijy  in  Men  caji  move, 

Here’s  the  lejl  Hypocrite  in  female  Love. 

On  even  /cores  dejigning  Heaven  took  care ; 

Since  Men  falfe  Hearts ,  that  vie  fdlfe  Faces  wear.  [Ex, 

SCENE,  The  Park. 

Enter  Lovewell  and  Lyrick  meeting ;  Lyrick  reading  ; 

I'll  rack  thy  Reputation,  blaf  thy  Fame, 

And  in  ft  rong  grinding  Satire,  gibbet  up  thy  Name. 

Love.  What!  in  a  Rapture,  Mr.  Lyrick? 

Lyr.  A  little  poetical  Fury,  that’s  all.  ■  ■>  I’ll 
’Squire  him ;  I’ll  draw  his  Character  for  the  Buffoon 
of  a  Farce;  he  fli-all  be  as  famous  in  Ballad,  as  Robin 
Hood,  or  little  John ;  my  Mufes  lhall  haunt  him  like 
Damons ;  they  lhall  make  him  more  ridiculous  than 

Don  bpuixot. 

Love.  Becaufe  he  encounter’d  your  Windmill-pate  ? - 

ha,  ha,  ha  1 - Come,  come,  Mr.  Lyrick,  you  mull:  be 

pacify’ d. 

Lyr.  Pacify’d,  Sir  1  Zoons,  Sir,  he’s  a  Fool,  has  not 
a  grain  of  Senfe.  Were  he  an  ingenious  Fellow,  or  a 
Man  of  Parts,  I  cou’d  bear  a  kicking  from  him :  But  an 
abide  from  a  Blockhead  !  I  can  never  fuffer  it. 

Pert  Blockhead,  vole  has  purchas'd  by  the  School~ 

JuJi  Senfe  enough  to  tnake  a  noted  Fool . 

That  kings,  Mr.  Love  well. 

Love.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fee  ft. 

Lyr.  This  is  imperfeft,  Sir  :  But  if  you  pleafe  to  give 
your  Judgment  on  this  Piece  — [Give;  him  a  Paper. ]  ’Tis  j 
a  Builefque  on  lorn?  of  cur  late  Writings, 

Jjovei  j 
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Love.  Ay,  you  Poets  mount  firft  on  the  Shoulders  of 
your  Predeceffors,  to  fee  farther  in  making  Difcoveries; 
and  having  once  got  the  upper-hand,  you  fpurn  them  un¬ 
der  foot.  I  think  you  fhould  bear  a  Veneration  to  their 
very  Alhes. 

Lyr.  Ay,  if  moil  of  their  Writings  had  been  burnt.  I 
declare,  Mr.  Lovevcell,  their  Fame  has  only  made  them- 
the  more  remarkably  faulty.  Their  great  Beauties  only 
illuftrate  their  greater  Errors. 

Love.  Well,  you  faw  the  new  Tragedy  laid  Night  j. 
how  did  it  pleafe  ye  ? 

Lyr.  Very  well ;  it  made  me  laugh  heartily. 

Love.  What,  laugh  at  a  Tragedy  ! 

Lyr.  I  laugh  to  fee  the  Ladies  cry ;  to  fee  fo  many 
weep  at  the  Death  of  the  fabulous  Hero:  Whowou’d  but 
laugh,  if  the  Poet  that  made  ’em  were  hang’d.  On  my 
Confcience,  thefe  Tragedies  make  the  Ladies  vent  all 
their  Love  and  Honour  at  their  Eyes,  when  the  fame 
white  Hankerchief  that  blows  their  Nofes,  mull  be  a 
Winding  Sheet  to  the  deceas’d  Hero. 

Love.  Then  there’s  fomething  in  the  Handkerchief  to 

embalm  him,  Mr.  Lyrick ;  Ha,  ha,  ha. - But  what  Re- 

Iiih  have  you  of  Comedy  ? 

Lyr.  No  fatisfaCtory  one. — My  Curiofity  is  fore-flall’d 
by  a  Fore-knowledge  of  what  fhall  happen:  For  as  the 
Hero  in  Tragedy,  is  either  a  whining,  cringing  Fool, 
that’s  always  a  dabbing  himfelf,  or  a  ranting,  hector¬ 
ing  Bully,  that’s  for  killing  every  body  elfe:  So  the 
Hero  in  Comedy  is  always  the  Poet’s  Character. 

Lcrje.  What’s  that? 

Lyr.  A  Compound  of  practical  Rake,  and  fpeculative 
Gentleman,  who  always  bears  off  the  great  Fortune  in 
the  Play,  and  fhams  the  Beau  and  ’Squire  with  a  Whore 
or  Chambermaid;  and  as  the  Cataltrophe  of  all  Tra¬ 
gedies  is  Death,  fo  the  End  of  Comedies  is  Marriage. 

Love.  And  fome  think  That  the  molt  Tragical  Con- 
clufion  of  the  two. 

Lyr.  And  therefore  my  Eye3  are  diverted  by  a  better 
Comedy  in  the  Audience,  than  that  upon  the  Stage.— 
I  have  often  wonder’d  why  Men  Biould  be  fond  of 

feeing 
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feeing  Fools  ill  reprefented,  when  at  the  fame  Time  an d 
Place,  they  may  behold  the  might y  Originals  adting 
their  Parts  to  the  Life  in  their  Boxes. 

Lowe.  Oh  be  favourable  to  the  Ladies,  Mr.  Lyrick, 
’tis  your  Intereli.  Beauty  is  the  Deity  of  Poetry;  and 
if  you  rebel,  you’ll  certainly  run  the  Fate  of  your  firll 
Farent  the  Devil. 

Lyr.  You’re  out,  Sir.  Beauty  is  a  merciful  Deity,,  and 
allows  us  fometimes  to  be  a  little  Atheiftical ;  and  ’tis 
fo  indulgent  to  Wit,  that  it  is  pleas’d  with  it,  tho’  in 
the  worlt  Habit,  that  of  Satire.  Befides,  there  can  ap¬ 
pear  no  greater  Argument  of  our  Elteem,  than  Rallery, 
becaufe  ’tis  hill  founded  upon  Jealoufy ;  occafion’d  by 
their  preferring  fenfelefs  Fops  and  wealthy  Fools  to  Men 
of  Wit  and  Merit,  the  great  Upholders  of  the  Empire. 

Lowe.  Now  I  think  thefe  Favourites  of  the  Ladies  are 
more  witty  than  you. 

Lyr.  How  fo,  pray  Sir  ? 

Lowe.  Becaufe  they  play  the  Fool,  confcious  that  it 
will  pleafe;  and  you’re  a  Wit,  when  fen fible  that  Cox¬ 
combs  only  are  encourag’d.  I  wonder,  Mr.  Lyrick ,  that 
a  Man  of  your  Senfe  Ihould  turn  Poet ;  you’ll  hardly 
ever  find  a  Man  that  is  capable  of  the  Employment,  will 
undertake  it. 

Lyr.  The  reafon  of  that  is,  every  one  that  knows  not 
a  Tittle  of  the  Matter,  pretends  to  be  a  Judge  of  it.- — — 
By  the  Lard,  Mr.  Lovewcell,  I  put  the  Criticks  next 
to  the  Plague,  Pelliience,  and  Famine,  in  my  Litany. 

— - —Had  you  feen  -’em  laid  Night  in  the  Pit,  with 

fuch  demure  fupercilious  Faces-  --their  contempla¬ 
tive  Wigs  thruft  judicioufly  backwards;  their  Hands 
rubbing  their  Temples,  to  chafe  ill  Nature;  and  with 
a  hilling  venomous  Tongue,  pronouncing  Pilh  !■  Stuff  ! 

Intolerable !  Damn  him  !  - - a  Lord,  have  Mercy 

upon  us  1 

Lowe.  Ay,  and  you  fhall  have  others  as  foolilh  as 
they  are  ill-natur’d ;  fond  of  being  thought  Wits,  who 
lhall  laugh  outragioufiy  at  every  finutty  Jell ;  cry  very 
well,  by  Gad  ;  that’s  fine,  by  Heavens;  and  if  a  Diilich 

of: 
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'of  Rhyme  happens,  they  clap  fo  loud,  that  they  drown 
the  Jell. 

Lyr.  That’s  the  Jell.  The  Wit  lies  in  their  Hands ; 
and  if  you  would  tell  a  Poet  his  Fortune,  you  mull  gather 
it  from  the  Palmifiry  of  the  Audience ;  for  as  nothing’s 
ill  faid,  but  what’s  ill  taken  ;  fo  nothing’s  well  laid,  but, 
what’s  well  taken.  And  between  you  and  I,  Mr.  Love- 
well,  Poetry,  without  thefe  laughing  Fools,  were  a  Bell 
without  a  Clapper;  an  empty  founding  Bus’nefs,  good  for 
nothing ;  and  all  we  Profefiors  might  go  hang  our  felves 
in  the  Bell-ropes. 

Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha - But  I  thought  Poetry  was  in- 

ftruftive. 

Lyr.  Oh  Gad  forgive  me,  that’s  true :  T o  Ladies 
it  is  morally  beneficial ;  for  you  mull  know,  they  are 
too  nice  to  read  Sermons ;  fuch  Inilruflions  are  too 
grofs  for  their  refin’d  Apprehenfions ;  but  any  Precepts 
that  may  be  inftill’d  by  eafy  Numbers,  fuch  as  of  Ro- 
chejler,  and  others,  make  great  Converts.  Then  they 
hate  to  hear  a  Fellow  in  a  Church  preach  methodical 
Nonfenfe,  with  a  Firjily,  Secondly ,  and  thirdly:  But 
they  take  up  with  fome  of  our  modern  Plays  in  their 
Clofet,  where  the  Morality  mull  be  devil ilh  inftruftive. 

— - - But  I  mull  be  gone ;  here  comes  the  ’Squire, 

What,  in  the  Name  of  Wonder,  has  he  got  with  him  ? 

Love.  That  which  lhall  afford  you  a  more  plentiful 
Revenge  than  your  Lampoon,  if  you  join  with  me 
in  the  Plot.  To  the  better  effefting  of  which,  you  mull 

be  feemingly  reconcil’d  to  him. - - - Let’s  Hep 

afide,  and  obferve  ’em,  while  I  give  you  a  hint  of  the 
matter.  [Exeunt  between  the  Scenes ,  and  feem  to 

confer  and  hearken. 

Enter  Mockmode,  leading  Trudge  dre/s'd  like  a 
Widow. 

Mock.  This  is  very  fine  Weather,  blelfed  Weather  in¬ 
deed,  Madam  :  ’twill  do  abundance  of  good  to  the  Grafs 
and  Corn. 

Trud.  A y,  Sir,  the  Days  are  grown  a  great  length; 
and  I  think  the  Weather  much  better  here  than  in 
Ireland. 
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Hock.  Why,  Madam,  were  you  ever  there  ? 

Tritd.  Oh  ix)!  Not  I  indeed.  Sir ;  but  I  have  heard 
my  fir  ft  Husband  (reft  his  SoulJ  fay  fo ;  he  was  an  lri/b 
Gentleman. 

Mock.  I  find,  Madam,  you  have  lovrd  your  firft  Hus¬ 
band  mightily,  for  you  affedt  his  Tone  in  Difcourfe. 
—————Pray,  Madam,  what  did  that  Mourning  coft  a 
Yard  ? 

‘Truck.  O  Lard  !  What  fihail  I  fay  now  ?  ’Tis  none  of 
mine.  \_AfideT\  It  coft.  Sir;  let  me  fee — —it  coft  about 

- - but  it  was  my  Steward  bought  it  for  me,  I  never 

buy  fuch  fmall  things. 

Mock.  Ey  the  Univerfe,  ftie  muft  be  plaguy  rich!  I 
will  be  brisk.  \_AJide  ]  Pray,  Madam— I — I  pray  Ma¬ 
dam,  will  you  give  us  a  Song  ? 

Trud.  A  Song !  Indeed  then  I  had  a  good  Voice,  be¬ 
fore  Mr.  Roebuck  fpoil’d  it. 

Mock.  Mr.  Roebuck!  Was  that  your  firft  Husband’s 
Name,  Madam? 

Lo<ve.  behind .]  She'll  fpoil  all. 

Trud.  No,  Sir ;  Roebuck  was  a  Dodlor  that  let  me 
Blood  under  the  Tongue  for  the  Quinley,  and  made  me 
hoarfe  ever  ftnee. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe  fhe’s  a  Widow,  and  I’ll  be  a 
little  brisk.  [AJtdei]  Madam,  will  you  grant  me  a  fmall 
Favour,  and  I  will  bend  upon  my  Knees  to  receive 
it  ?  \Kneels. 

Trud.  What  is’t,  pray  ? 

Mock.  Only  to  take  off  your  Garter. 

Love*  ell  enters. 

Zoons,  her  thick  Leg  will  dilcover  all— By  your  leave, 
Sir,  have  you  any  Pretentions  to  this  Lady  ? 

\PuJhes  Mockrnode  down. 

Mock.  I  don’t  know  whether  this  be  an  Affront,  or  not— 
\_Afide.']— Pretenfions,  Sir!  I  have  fo  great  a  Vene¬ 
ration  for  the  Lady,  that  I  honour  any  Man  that  has 

Pretenfions  to  her. - Dem  me,  Sir,  may  I  crave  the 

Honour  of  your  Acquaintance  ? 

Love.  No,  Sir.  _  • 
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Mock,  No,  Sir !  Jgad  that  mud  be  Wit,  for  it  can’t 

be  good  Manners. - Sir,  I  refpect  all  Men  of  Senfe, 

and  wou’d  therefore  beg  to  know  your  Name. 

Love.  No  matter.  Sir,  I  know  your  Name’s  Moch- 
mode. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  that’s  very  comical !  That  a 
Fellow  fhould  pretend  to  tell  me  my  own  Name !— — 
Another  Queftion,  if  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Love.  What  is  it,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  Pray  Sir,  what’s  my  Chriftyn’d  Name  ? 

Love.  Sir,  you  don’t  kuow. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  wou’d  you  perfuade  me  out  of  my 
Chriften’d  Name  ?  I’ll  lay  you  a  Guinea  that  I  do  know, 

by  the  Univerfe - [ Pulls  a  handful  of  Money  out.] 

Here’s  Silver,  Sir,  here’s  Silver,  Sir;  I  can  command 
as  much  Money  as  another.  Sir ;  I  am  at  Age,  Sir,  and 
I  won’t  be  banter’d.  Sir. 

Love.  Sir,  you  muft  know,  that  I  baptize  you  Rival ; 
for  your  Love  to  this  Lady,  is  the  only  ftgn  of  Chriftia- 

nity  you  can  boaft  of. - And  now.  Sir,  my  Name’s 

Love-well. 

Mock.  Then  I  fay,  Sir,  that  your  Love  to  that  Lady 

is  the  only  fign  of  a  Turk  you  can  brag  of. - 1  wifh 

Club  were  come.  [Afide. 

Love.  Sir,  I  fhall  certainly  circumcife  you,  if  you 
make  any  farther  Pretenfions  to  Madam  Lucinda  here. 

Mock.  Circumcife  me !  Circumcife  a  Pudding’s  end, 

Sir. - Zauns,  Sir,  I’ll  be  judg’d  by  the  Lady,  who 

merits  Circumcifion  moll,  you  or  I,  Sir.  Thefe  Lon¬ 
don  Blades  are  all  Hark  mad ; - [Lucinda  enters,  and 

cbferves  Lovewell  courting  Trudge  in  dumb  Signs .]  I 
met  one  about  two  Hours  ago,  that  had  forgot  his  Name, 
and  this  Fellow  wou’d  perfuade  me  now,  that  I  had 
forgot  mine.  Mr.  Lyrick  is  the  only  Man  that  fpeaks 
plain  to  me.  I  muft  be  Friends  with  him,  becaufe  I 
find  I  may  have  Occalion  for  fuch  a  Friend ;  I’ll  find 
him  out  ftrait.  [Exit. 

Love.  Madam,  will  you  walk  ?  [Exit  with  Trudge, 
Lucinda  and  Pindrefs  cotne  forward. 

Luc.  Now  my  Doubts  are  remov’d. 

Pin. 
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Pin.  Mine  are  more  puzzling.  There  mud  be  fome- 
thing  in  this  more  than  we  imagine.  You  had  beft  to  <■ 
talk  to  him. 

Luc.  Yes,  if  my  Tongue  bore  Poifon  in  it,  and  that 
I  could  fpit  Death  in  his  Face. 

Pin  If  he  is  loft,  your  hard  Ufage  this  Morning  has  ( 
occafion'd  it. 

Luc.  I’m  glad  on’t;  I’ve  gain'd  by  the  Lofs,  I  de- 
fpife  him  more  now  than  ever  I  lov’d  him.  That  Paf- 
fion  which  can  ftoap  fo  low  as  that  Blowze,  is  an  Ob- 
jedt  too  mean  for  any  thing  but  my  Scorn  to  level 
at. 

Pin.  This  were  a  critical  Minute  for  your  new  Lover 
the  'Squire,  I  fancy ;  Mr.  Lem e well's  Difgrace  wou’d 
bring  him  into  Favour  prefently. 

Luc.  It  certainly  (hall,  if  he  be  not  as  great  a  Fool, 
as  t’other’s  falfe. 

Pin.  You  may  be  miRaken  in  your  Opinion  of  him, 
as  much  as  you  have  been  in  Mr.  Lovev.ell. 

Luc.  No,  Pindrefs',  I  ftiail  find  what  I  read  in  the 
laft  Mifcellanies  very  true  : 

But  two  DijHnCtions  their  -whole  Sex  does  fart ; 

All  Fools  by  Nature,  or  all  Rogues ;  by  Art. 

SCENE  continues. 

Enter  federal  Majques  crofjing  the  Stage,  and  Roebuck 
following. 

Roeb.  ’Sdeath ;  What  a  Coney-borough’s  here  ?  The 
Trade  goes  fwimmingly  on.  This  is  the  great  Em- 
pory  of  Lewdnefs,  as  the  ’Change  is  of  Knavery.  ■ 

The  Merchants  cheat  the  World  there,  and  their  Wives 

gull  them  here - 1  begin  to  think  Whoring  fcan- 

dalous,  ’tis  grown  fo  mechanical. - My  Medefty 

will  do  me  no  good,  I  fear . Madam,  are  you  a 

Whore  r  [Catches  a  Mafque. 

i  Maf.  Yes,  Sir. 


Roel~ 
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Roeb.  Short  and  Pithy. . — — If  ever  Woman  fpake 

Truth,  I  believe  thou  haft.  [ Second  Mafque  fulls 

him  by  the  ElbowJ  Have  you  any  Bufinefs  with  me. 
Madam  ? 

2  Maf.  Pray,  Sir,  be  civil ;  you’re  miftaken,  Sir— - 
[I  have  had  an  Eye  upon  this  Fellow  all  the  Afternoon. 
Afidel\  you’re  miftaken.  Sir, 

Roeb.  Very  likely.  Madam  j  for  I  imagin’d  you 
modeft. 

z  Maf.  So  I  am,  for  I’m  marry ’d. 

Roeb.  And  marry’d  to  your  Sorrow,  I  warrant  you! 

2  Maf.  Yes,  upon  my  Honour,  Sir. 

Roeb.  I  knew  it.  I  have  met  above  a  dozen  this 

Evening,  all  marry’d  to  their  Sorrow.  - Then  I 

fnppofe  you’re  a  Citizen’s  Wife;  and  by  the  Broad- 
nei's  of  your  Bottom,  I  Ihould  guefs  you  fat  very  much 
behind  a  Counter. 

2  Maf.  My  Husband’s  no  Mercer,  he’s  a  Judge. 

Roeb.  Zoons,  a  Judge !  I  fhall  be  arraign’d  at  the 
Bar  for  keeping  on  my  Hat  fo  long.— -’Tis  very  hard, 
Madam,  he  fhou’d  not  do  you  Juftice  :  Has  not  he  an 
Eftate  in  Tail,  Madam  ? 

2  Maf.  1  feldom  examine  his  Papers :  They  are  a 
parcel  of  old  dry  Ihrivell’d  Parchments  ;  and  this  Court- 
hand  is  fo  devililh  crabbed,  I  can’t  endure  it. 

Roeb.  Umph  —  —Then  I  fuppofe.  Madam,  you  want 
a  young  Lawyer  to  put  your  Cafe  to.  But  •  faith,  Ma¬ 
dam,  I  am  a  Judge  too. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

.2  Maf  O  Heavens  forbid  !  Such  a  young  Man  1 

Roeb.  That  is.  I’ll  do  nothing  without  a  Bribe 
Pray,  Madam,  how  does  that  Watch  ftrike  ? 

2  Maf  It  never  ftrikes,  it  only  points  to  the  Bufi¬ 
nefs,  as  you  muft  do,  without'  telling  Tales.  Dare  yon 
meet  me  two  Hours  hence  ? 

Roeb.  Ah,  Madam,  but  I  fhall  never  hit  the  Time 
exactly  without  a  Watch. 

2  Maf.  Well,  take  it.— —At  Ten  exaftly,  at 
the  Fountain  in  the  Middle-Temple.  Coke  upon  Littleton 

be  the  Word.  [Exit. 

'Roeb. 
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Roeb.  So— —if  the  Law  be  all  fuch  Volumes  as  thou, 
Mercy  on  the  poor  Students  !  From  Coke  upon  Littleton  in 
Sheets,  deliver  me. 

Love.  What  engag’d.  Myrmidon  !  I  find  you’ll  never 
quit  the  Battle,  till  you  have  crack’d  a  Pike  in  the  Ser¬ 
vice. 

Roeb.  Oh,  dear  Friend  !  Thou’rt  critically  come  to 
my  Relief;  for  faith  I’m  almoft  tir’d. 

Love.  What  a  miferable  Creature  is  a  Whore  1  whom 
every  Fool  dares  pretend  to  love,  and  every  wife  Man 
hates. 

Roeb.  What,  moralizing  again  1  Oh,  I’ll  tell  thee 
News,  Man;  I’m  enter’d  in  the  Inns,  by  the  Lard. 

Love.  Plhaw, 

Roeb.  Nay,  if  you  won’t  believe  me,  fee  my  Note  of 
Ad  million.  [Shews  the  Watch. 

Love.  A  Gold  Watch,  Boy  1 

Roeb.  Ay,  a  Gold  Watch,  Boy. 

Love.  Whence  had  you  Money  to  buy  it  ? 

Roeb.  I  took  it  upon  Tick,  and  I  dpfign  to  pay  ha¬ 
ndily. 

Love.  I  don’t  like  this  running  o’ch’  Score- . But  what 

News  from  Lucinda,  Boy  ?  Is  fne  kind  ?  Ha? 

Enter  a  Mafque,  crojjing  the  Stage. 

Roeb.  Ha !  there’s  a  liate’y  Cruifer ;  I  mull  give  her 
one  Chace.  - - I’ll  tell  you  when  I  return. 

[Exit  running. 

Love.  T  find  he  has  been  at  a  Lofs  there,  which  occa- 
fions  kis  Eagernefs  for  the  Game  here.  I  begin  to  repent 
me  of  my  Sufpicion:  I  believe  her  Virtue  fo  facred,  that 
’tis  a  piece  of  Atheifm  to  diftrull  its  Exillence.  But  Jea- 
loufy  in  Love,  like  the  Devil  in  Religion,  is  Hill  raiiing 
Doubts,  which,  without  a  firm  Faith  in  what  we  adore, 
will  certainly  damn  us. 

Enter  a  Porter. 

Por.  Is  your  Name  Mr.  Roebuck,  Sir  ? 

Love.  What  wou’d  you  have  with  Mr.  Roebuck,  Sir  ? 

Por.  I  have  a  fmall  Note  for  him,  Sir. 

Love.  Let  me  fee’t. 

Por.  Ay,  Sir;  if  your  Name  be  Mr.  Roebuck,  Sir. 

-*  Love. 
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Love.  My  Name  is  Roebuck ,  Blockhead 

Por.  God  blefs  you,  Mailer. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter,  and  exit. 

Love.  This  is  fome  tawdry  Billet,  with  a  (crawling 
Adieu  at  the  End  on’t.  Thefe  drolling  Jades  know  a 
young  wholefome  Fellow  newly  come  to  Town,  as  well 
as  a  Parfon’s  Wife  does  a  fat  Goofe.  ’Tis  certainly  fome 
Secret,  and  therefore  fhall  be  known.  [ Opens  the  Letter. 

SIR,  Tuefday,  3  o’  Clock. 

Behaviour  towards  you  this  Morning  was  fomewhat 
ji  range  ;  but  IJhall  tell  you  the  Caufe  of  it,  if  you. 
meet  me  at  Ten  this  Night  in  our  Garden,  the  Rack-door 
/hall  be  open.  Tours,  Lucinda. 


Oh  Heavens!  Certainly  it  can’t  be!  —  L,U,C,I,N,D,A’, 
that  fpells  Woman.  ’Twas  never  written  fo  plain  before. 
Roebuck,  thou’rt  as  true  an  Oracle,  as  Ihe’s  a  falfe  one.  Oh 
thou  damn’d  Sybil !  I  have  courted  thee  thefe  three  Years, 
and  cou’d  never  obtain  above  a  Kifs  of  the  Hand,  and 
this  Fellow  in  an  Hour  or  two  has  obtain’d  the  Back-door 
open.  Mr.  Roebuck,  fince  I  have  difcover’d  fome  of  your 

Secrets,  I’ll  make  bold  to  open  fome  more  of  ’em . - 

But  how  fhall  I  (hake  him  off?  —Oh,  I  have  it ;  I’ll 
feek  him  inflantly.  [Exit. 

Enter  Roebuck,  meeting  the  Porter. 

Roeb.  Here,  you  Sir,  have  you  a  Note  for  one  Roebuck  ? 

Por.  I  had,  Sir ;  but  I  gave  it  to  him  juil  now. 

Roeb.  You  lye.  Sirrah;  I  am  the  Man. 

Por.  I  a’n’t  pofitive  I  gave  it  to  the  right  Perfon  ;  but 
Tm  very  fure  1  did,  for  he  anfwer’d  the  Defcription  the 
Page  gave  to  a  T,  Sir. 

Roeb.  ’Twas  well  I  met  that  Page,  Dog,  or  now  fhou’d 
I  cut  thy  Throat,  Rafcal. 

Por.  Blefs  your  Worlhip,  noble  Sir.  [Exit. 

Roeb.  At  Ten  in  the  Garden  !  The  Back-door  open  ! 
Oh  the  delicious  Place  and  Hour !  Soft  panting  Breads, 
Trembling  Joints,  Melting  Sighs,  and  eager  Embraces  ! 

Oh  Extify  ! - But  how  to  fhake  off  Love  well - This 

is  his  nicely  virtuous !  Ha,  ha,  ha - This  is  his  innate 

Principle  of  Virtue  1  Ha,  ha,  ha. 


Enter 
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>  Enter  Lovewell. 

Love.  How  now  !  Why  fo  merry?- 

Roeb.  Merry  !  Why,  ’twould  make  a  Dog  fplit,  Man; 

Ha.,  ha,  ha. - —The  Watch,  Sir,  the  Watch;  Ha, 

ha,  ha. 

Love.  What  of  the  Watch  ?  You  laugh  by  the  Hour ; 
you’ll  be  run  down  by  and  by,  lure ! 

Roeb.  Ah,  but  I  lhall  be  wound  up  again.  This  Watch 

I  had  for  a  Fee,  Lawyer...  - . Shou’d  I  ever  be  try’d 

before  this  Judge,  howl  Ihou’d  laugh  to  fee  how  gravely 
his  Goofe  Cap  fits  upon  a  pair  of  Horns  1  Ha,  ha,  La. 

Love.  Thou’rt  Horn-mad.  Prithee  leave  impertinence, 
— — I  receiv’d  a  Note  juft  now. 

Roeb.  A  Note !  ’Sdeath,  what  Note  ?  What  d’ye  mean  ? 
Who  brought  it  ? 

Love.  A  Gentleman ;  ’tis  a  Challenge. 

Roeb.  Oh,  Thanks  to  the  Stars!  I’m  glad  on’t.  [ Nfide . 

Love.  And  you  may  be  iignally  ferviceable  to  me  in 
this  Affair.  I  can  give  you  no  greater  Teftimony  of  my 
Affection,  than  by  making  fo  free  with  you. 

Roeb.  What  needs  all  this  Formality  ?  TU  be  thy  Se¬ 
cond,  without  all  this  Impertinence. 

Love.  There’s  more  than  that,  Friend.  — - In  the 

firft  place,  I  don’t  underhand  a  Sword;  and  again,  I’m 
to  be  call’d  to  the  Bar  this  Term,  and  fuch  a  Bufinefs 
might  prejudice  me  extremely.  So,  Sir,  you  muft  meet 
and  fight  for  me. 

Roeb.  Faith,  Love  veil,  I  lhan’t  hick  to  cut  a  Throat 
for  my  Friend  at  any  time,  fo  I  may  do  it  fairly,  or  fo— 
The  Hour  and  Place  ? 

Love.- This  very  Evening  in Moorfields. 

Roeb .  Umph  !  How  will  you  employ  your  felf  the 
while  ? 

Love.  I’ll  follow  you  at  a  dillance,  led  you  have  any 
foul  Play. 

Roeb.  Which  if  you  do— No,  faith  Ned,  fmce  I’m 
to  anfwer  an  Appointment  for  you,  you  muft  make  good 
an  Aftignation  for  me.  I’m  to  meet  one  of  your  Ladies 
at  the  Pountain  in  the  Eemple  to  Night.  You  may  be 
call’d  to  the  Bar  there,  if  you  will.  This  Watch  will 

tell 
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tell  you  the  Hour,  and  fliall  be  your  Paflport.  Let  me 
have  yours.  [ Change  Watches . 

Lov.  Oh!  Was  that  the  Jell  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha. - ~ 

Well,  I  will  anfwer  an  Aflignation  for  you  lure  enough.. 

Ha,  ha,  ha. - How  readily  does  the  Fool  run  to  have 

his  Throat  cut !  [Afide. 

Roeb.  How  eagerly  now  does  my  Moral  Friend  run 
to  the  Devil,  having  Hopes  of  Profit  in  the  Wind  !  I 
have  lhabb’d  him  off  purely.  Ajide  ]  —But  prithee,  Ned, 
where  had  you  this  fine  jewel  ? 

[Viewing  one  ty  d  to  the  Watch. 

Love.  Pihavv!  A  Trifle,  a  Trifle;  from  a'Miftrefs. 

* - Take  care  on’r,  tho’.  But,  hark  ye,  George  ;  don’t 

pu(h  too  home  ;  have  a  care  of  whipping  thro’  the 
Guts. 

Roeb.  Gad,  I  am  afraid  one  or  both  of  us  may  fall. 
But,  d’ye  hear  Ned,  remember  you  lent  me  on  this  Er¬ 
rand,  and  are  therefore  anfwerable  for  all  Mifchief ;  if  I 
do  whip  my  Adverfary  thro’  the  Lungs,  or  fo,  remember 
you  fet  me  upon’t.  ' 

Love.  Well,  honefl  George,  you  won’t  believe  how 
much  you  oblige  me  in  this  Courtefy. 

Roeb.  Y  ou  know  always  I  oblige  my  felf  by  ferving 
my  Friend——  I  never  thought  this  ^Spark  was  a 
Coward  before.  “  [ Af.de. 

Love.  I  never  imagin’d  this  Fellow  was  fo  eaiy  be¬ 
fore.  [Aftde.  ]  Well  ;  good  Succefs  to  us  both  ;  and 
when  we  meet,  we’ll  relate  all  Tranfaflions  that  pafs. 

Roeb.  That  you’re  a  Fool. 

Love.  That  you’re  an  Afs. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally,  laughing. 

Re-enter  Lovewell  croffmg  the  Stage  hafily,  Mockmode 
and  Lyrick  following  him. 


Lyr.  Mr.  Lovevuell,  a  word  w’ye. 

Love.  Let  it  be  fhort,  pray  Sir,  for  my  Bus’nefs  is  ur¬ 
gent,  and  ’tis  almoit  dark. 

Lyr.  I’m  reconcil’d  to  the  ’Squire,  and  want  only 
he  Preferment  of  a  Copy  of  Verfes  to  ingratiate  myfelf 

D  wholly, 
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wholly,  throughly.  Let  me  have  that  Piece  I  lent  you 
juft  now. 

Lome.  Ay,  ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  - - Here . 

farewell.  [Exit. 

£ Pulls  the  Poem  haffily,  and  juft  les  out  a  Letter 
with  it,  which  Mockmode  takes  up. 

Lyr.  Now,  Sir,  here’s  a  Poem,  which  ( according  to 
the  way  of  us  Poets )  I  fay,  was  written  at  fifteen;  but,  be¬ 
tween  you  and  I,  it  was  made  at  five  and  twenty. 

Mock.  Five  and  twenty  ! - When  is  a  Poet  at  Age, 

pray,  Sir  ? 

Lyr.  At  the  third  N  ight  of  his  firft  Play  ;  for  he’s  never 
a  Man  till  then. 

Mock.  But  when  at  Years  of  Difcretion  ? 

Lyr.  When  they  leave  Writing,  and  that’s  feldom  or 
never. 

Mock.  But  who  are  your  Guardians  ? 

Lyr.  The  Criticks,  who,  with  their  good  Will,  wou’d 
never  let  us  come  to  Age.  But  what  have  you  got 
there  ? 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  I  don’t  know  ;  ’tis  a  Wo¬ 
man’s  Hand  ;  fome  Billet-Doux,  I  fuppofe  ;  it  juftl’d 
out  of  Lorn  swell's  Pocket.  We’ll  to  the  next  Light,  and 
read  it.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  A  dark  Arbour  in  Lucinda’r  Garden . 

Enter  Roebuck  fairs . 

Rocb.  Oh,  how  I  reverence  a  Back-door  half  open, 
half  fhut !  ’Tis  the  narrow  Gate  to  the  Lover’s  Paradife  ; 
Cupid  flood  Centry  at  the  Entrance  ;  Lome  was  the  W<jrd, 
and  he  let  me  pafs.- — -Now  is  my  Friend  pleading  for 
Life  ;  he  has  a  puzzling  Cafe  to  manage,  ten  to  one  he’s 
non-fuited  ;  I  have  gull’d  him  fairly. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Lome.  I’ve  got  in,  thanks  to  my  Stars,  or  rather  the 
Clouds,  whole  Influence  is  my  beft  Friend  at  prefent. 
Now  is  Roebuck  gazing,  or  rather  groping  about  for  a 
Fellow  with  a  long  Sword;  and  I  know  his  Fighting 

Humour 
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Humour  will  be  as  mad  to  be  baulk’d  by  any  Enemy,  as 
by  a  Miftrefs. 

Roeb.  Hark,  bark  !  I  hear  a  Voice  ;  it  muft  be  fhe 
— — "  -  .  Lucinda  ! 

Lowe.  True  to  the  touch,  I  find.  Is  it  you,  my 
Dear  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  my  Dear. 

Lowe.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  Heart. 

Roeb.  Come  to  my  Arms. 

[Run  into  each  other  s  Arms  ;  finding  the  Mifiake ,  fiart 
back. 

Lowe.  ’Slife  !  a  Man  ! 

Roeb.  ’Sdeath  !  a  Devil - And  wert  thou  a  Legion, 

here’s  a  Wand  fhou’d  conjure  thee  down.- - [Dr awes. 

Lowe.We  (hould  find  whole  Charm  is  ftrongeft.  [Draws. 
‘They  pufio  by  one  another  ;  Roebuck  pafifes  out  at  the  op - 
pofite  Door  :  And  as  Lovewell  is  pajfing  eut  on  the 
other  fide  of  the  Stage, 

Enter  Leanthe. 

Lean.  Mr.  Roebuck !  Sir?  Mr.  Roebuck ! 

[  With  a  Night -Gowm  owerhis  Gloath  '. 
Lowe.  That’s  a  Woman’s  Voice,  I’ll  fwear  ■  - . 

Madam  - - - 

Lean.  Sir. 

Lowe.  Come,  my  dear  Lucinda ;  I’ve  {laid  a  little  too 
long  ;  but  making  an  Apology  now,  were  only  length- 
ning  the  Offence.  Let’s  into  the  Arbour, ~  and  make  up 
for  the  Moments  mifpent. 

Lean.  Hold,  Sir  :  Do  you  love  this  Lucinda,  you’re  fo 
fond  of  hauling  into  the  Arbour  ? 

Lowe.  Yes,  by  all  that's  powerful. 

Lean.  Falfe,  falfe,  Roebuck! - [. Afide.~\ — 1 

am  loft. 

Lowe.  Madam,  do  you  love  this  Roebuck,  that  you 
open’d  the  Garden-door  to  fo  late  ? 

Lean.  I’m  afraid  I  do  too  well. 

Lowe.  And  did  you  never  own  an  Affedion  to  another? 

D  2  Lean. 
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Lean.  No  ;  witnefs  all  thofe  Powers  you  juft  now 
mention’d. 

Love.  Revenge  your  felves,  ye  Heavens.  Eehold,  in 
me,  your  Accuser  and  your  Judge.  Behold  Ldvevjell, 
injur’d  Lovevjell.  ••  — - This  Darknefs,  which  oppor¬ 

tunely  hides  your  Blufhes,  makes  your  Shame  more 
monftrous. 

Lean.  Ha  1  Loveviell!  I’m  vex’d  ’tis  he,  but  glad  to 
be  miftaken . —  Now,  Female  Policy,  aflift  me. 

Love.  Ves,  Madam,  your  Silence  proclaims  you  guilty. 
•—Farewell,  Woman. 

Lean.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  Whar,  am  I  made  your  Scorn  ? 

Levn.  Ha,  ha,  ha. - This  happens  better  than  I 

expected. - Ha,  ha,  ha. — - Mr .Lsvevoell ! 

Love.  No  Counter-plotting,  Madam  ;  the  Mine’s 
fprung  already,  and  all  your  Deceit  difcovered. 

Lean.  Indeed,  you’re  a  fine  Fellow  at  difcovering  De¬ 
ceits,  I  muft  confefs,  that  cou’d  not  find  whether  1  was  a 
Man  or  a  Woman  all  this  time. 

Love.  What,  the  Page  ! 

Lean.  No  Counter-plotting,  good  Sir  ;  the  Mine’s 

fprung  already. - Ah,  Sir,  I  fancy  Mr.  Roebuck  is 

better  at  difcovering  a  Man  from  a  Woman  in  the  dark, 
than  you. 

Love.  This  Difcovery  is  the  greateft  Riddle - — 

Prithee,  Child,  what  makes  thee  difguis’d  ?  But  above 
all,  what  meant  that  Letter  to  Roebuck  ? 

Lean.  Then  I  find  you  intercepted  it.  — -  — -  Why, 

Sir,  my  Lady  had  a  mind  to  put  a  Trick  upon  the  im¬ 
pudent  Fellow,  made  him  an  Affignation,  and  fent  me  in 
her  Head,  to  banter  him.  But  when  I  tell  her,  how 
you  fell  into  the  Snare,  and  how  jealous  you  were— 
———Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  Oh  my  little  dear  Rogue!  was  that  the  mat¬ 
ter  ?  - - —  [ Hugs  her.]  O’my  ConfcicnOe,  thou’rt  fo 

Toft,  I  believe  thou’rt  aWomanftill.  But  who  was  that 
Mail  I  encounter’d  juft  now  ? 

Lean.  A  Man!  ’Fwas  certainly  Roebuck. — —[dfide.  ] 

Some  of  the  Footmen,  I  fuppofe. - —  Come,  Sir,  i 

muft 
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muft  conduct  you  out  immediately,  Ieil  Tome  more  of 
’em  meet  you. 

\Condiidis  him  to  the  Door,  and  returns 
He  certainly  was  here,  and  I  have  mifs’d  him. 

Fortune  delights  with  Innocence  to  play. 

And  loves  to  hoodwink  thofe  already  blind. 

Wary  Deceit  can  many  ,  by-ways  tread,  J, 

To  fhun  the  Blocks  in  Virtue’s  open  Road, 

Whilft  heeclefs  Innocence  kill  falls  on  Ruin ; 

Yet,  whilft  by  Love  infpiPd,  I  will  purfue: 

What  Men  by  Courage,  we  by  Love  can  do. 

Not  even  his  Fallltood  fit  all  my  Claim  remove  ;  ~6 

From  mutual -Fires  none  can  true  Paffion  prove  ;  > 

For  like  to  like,  is  Gratitude,  not  Love.  3 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


A  C  T  V. 


SCENE,  An  Anti-Chamber  hi  Lucinda’i 
Ho ufe  ;  the  Flat  Scene  half  open,  (life overs 
a  Bed-Chamber  ;  Lucinda  in  her  Night - 
Gown,  and  reading  by  a  Fable. 


Enter  Roebuck  groping  his  nvay. 
ROEBUCK. 

what  new  happy  Climate  am  I  thrown  ? 
This  Houfe  is  Love’s  Labyrinth ;  I  have 

Humbled  into  it  by  Chance. - -  Ha  !  an 

Illufion!  let  me  look  again. — Eyes,  if  you 
play  me  falfe,  [Looking  abouf\  I’ll  pluck  ye 
fhe !  ’tis  Lucinda !  alone,  undreis’d,  in  a  Bed¬ 
chamber,  between  Eleven  and  Twelve  a  Clock  * - A 

blefied  Opportunity' !— Now  if  her  innate  Principle  of 

D  3  Virtue 
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Virtue  defend  her,  then  is  my  innate  Principle  of  Man¬ 
hood  not  worth  Two-pence. — ■■ — Hold,  {he  comes  for¬ 
ward.  - - 

[Lucinda  approaches  reading. 

Luz.  LTnjuft  Prerogative  of  faithlefs  Man, 

Abuhng  Pow’r  which  partial  Heaven  has  granted! 

In  former  Age?,  Love  and  Honour  flood 
As  Props  and  Beauties  to  the  Female  Caufe ; 

But  now  lie  prouitute  to  Scorn  and  Sport. 

Man,  made  our  Monarch,  is  a  Tyrant  grown, 

And  Woman-kind  muft  bear  a  fecond  Fall. 

Roeb.  [Afide]  Ah,  and  a  third  too,  or  I’m  miflalc- 

en. - - —  I  mull  divert  this  plaguy  Romantick 

Humour. 

Luc.  While  Virtue  guided  Peace,  and  Honour  War, 
Their  Fruits  and  Spoils  were  Off’rings  made  to  Love. 

Roeb.  And  ’ds  fo  ftill ;  for  [raijing  his  Voice.'] 

L  '.u  with  earlier!  Cherries  Mifs  does  grace. 

And  Soldier  offers  Spoils  cf  Flanders  Lace. 

Luc.  Ha  : — Protect  me  Heavens !  What  art  thou  ? 

R-jib.  A  Man.  Madam. 

I.uc.  What  accurfed  Spirit  has  driven  you  hither? 

iioch.  The  Spirit  of  Flefli  and  Blood,  Madam. 

Luc.  Sir,  what  Encouragement  have  you  ever  received, 
to  prompt  you  to  this  Impudence? 

Reel.  Umph !  I  mull  not  own  the  Reception  of  a 
Note  from  her.  [Af.de.]  Faith,  Madam,  I  know  not 
whether  to  attribute  it  to  Chance,  Fortune,  my  good 
Star?,  my  Fate,  or  my  Defliny :  But  here  I  am,  Ma¬ 
dam,  and  here  I  will  be.  [Taking  her  by  the  Hand. 

Luc.  f. Pulling  her  Hand  acvay]  If  a  Gentleman,  my 
Commands  may  caufe  you  to  withdraw  ;  if  a  Ruffian,  my 
Footman  {hall  difpofe  of  you. 

Roeb.  Madam,  Pm  a  Gentleman;  I  know  how  to 
oblige  a  Lady,  and  how  to  fave  her  Reputation.  My 
Love  and  Honour  go  link’d  together ;  they  are  my 
Principals :  and  if  you’ll  be  my  Second,  we'll  engage 
immediately. 

Luc.  Stand  off,  Sir ;  the  Name  of  Love  and  Honour 
are  burlefou’d  by  thy  profeffing  ’em.  Thy  l  ove  is  Im¬ 
pudence, 
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pudence,  and  thy  Honour  a  Cheat.  Thy  Mien  and  Ha¬ 
bit  (hew  thee  a  Gentleman;  but  thy  Behaviour  is  brutal. 
Thou  art  a  Centaur ;  only  one  part  Man,  and  the  other 
Beaft. 

Roeb.  Philofophy  in  Petticoats  !  No  wonder  Wo¬ 
men  wear  the  Breeches — \_AJide.~\  Madam,  you 
are  a  Demi-Goddels ;  only  one  part  Woman,  t’other 
Angel ;  and  thus  divided,  claim  my  Love  and  Ado¬ 
ration. 

Luc.  Honourable  Love  is  the  Parent  of  Mankind ; 
but  thine  is  the  Corrupter  and  Debafer  of  it. — —The 
Paflions  of  you  Libertines,  is  like  your  Drunkennefs ; 
Heat  of  Lull,  as  t’other  is  of  Wine,  and  off  with  the 
next  Sleep. 

Roeb.  No,  Madam;  an  Hair  of  the  fame— —is  my 

Receipt. - Come,  come.  Madam,  all  things  are  laid 

to  Reft  that  will  difturb  our  Pleafure ;  whole  Nature 
favours  us ;  the  kind  indulgent  Stars,  that  di  reded  me  hi¬ 
ther,  wink  at  what  we  are  about, - ’Twere  jilting 

of  Fortune  to  be  now  idle ;  and  Ihe,  like  a  true  Wo¬ 
man,  once  baulk’d,  never  affords  a  fecond  Opportunity. 
— — — I*il  put  out  the  Candle,  the  Torch  of  Love  lhall 
light  us  to  Bed. 

Luc.  To  Bed,  Sir ! - Thou  haft  Impudence  enough 

to  draw  thy  Rationality  in  Queftion.  Whence  pro¬ 
ceeds  it?  From  a  vain  thought  of  thy  own  Graces,  or 

an  Opinion  of  my  Virtue?- - If  from  the  latter, 

know  that  I  am  a  W-oman,  whofe  Modefty  dares  not 
doubt  my  Virtue ;  yet  have  fo  much  Pride  to  fupport 
it,  that  the  dying  Groans  of  thy  whole  Sex,  at  my 
Feet,  Ihould  not  extort  an  immodeft  Thought  from 
me. 

Roeb.  Your  Thoughts  may  be  as  modeft  as  you  pleafe. 
Madam.— — You  lhall  be  as  virtuous  to  morrow  Morn¬ 
ing,  as  e’er  a  Nun  in  Europe-,  the  Opinion  of  the 
World  lhall  proclaim  you  fuch,  and  that’s  the  fureft 
Charter  the  moll  rigid  Virtue  in  England  is  held  by.  The 
Night  has  no  Eyes  to  fee,  nor  have  I  a  Tongue  to  tell ; 
One  Kits  lhall  leal  up  my  Lips  for  ever. 
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Luc.  That  uncharitable  Cenfure  of  Women,  argues 
the  Meannefs  of  thy  Converfation. 

Roeb.  Her  fuperior  Virtue  awes  me  into  Coldnefs.— - 
’Slife!  it  can’t  be  Twelve  fure.  - - -Night’s  a  Lyar. 

[  Draws  out  bis  Watch. 

Luc.  Sir,  if  you  won’t  be  gone,  I  mull  fetch  thofe 
fhall  conduct  you  lienee. — My  Eyes  are  dazzled  fure. 

\RaJJing  by  hhn~ towards  the  Door,  Jbe  percei-ves 
the  Jewel  tyd  so  the  Watch. 

Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fee  that  Jewel. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens  flie  has  a  mind  to’t! - Oh,  ’tis 

at  your  Service  with  all  my  Soul. 

Luc.  Wrong  not  my  Virtue  by  fo  poor  a  Thought. 

- But  a'nfwer  direftly,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman,  to 

what  I  now  fhall  ask  :  Whence  had  you  that  Jewel  ? 

Roeb.  I  exchanged  Watches  with  a  Gentleman,  and 
had  this  Jewel  into  the  Bargain.  He  valu’d  it  not, 
hwas  a  Trifle  from  a  Miftrefs. 

Luc.  A  Trifle,  faid  he? — Oh  Indignation!  am  I  flighted 

thus  ? - I’ll  put  a  Jewel  out  of  his  Power,  that  he 

vvou’d  pawn  his  Soul  to  retrieve, - If  you  be  a  Gen¬ 

tleman,  Sir,  whom  Gratitude  can  work  up  to  Love,  or 
a  virtuous  Wife  reclaim.  I’ll  make  you  a  large  return 
lor  that  Trifle.' 

Roeb.  Hey-day!  a  Wife,  faid  fhe  ?  \_J/lde. 

Luc.  What’s  your  Name,  Sir?  and  of  what  Country  ? 

Roeb.  My  Name’s  Roebuck,  Madam. 

Luc.  Roebuck! 

Roeb.  ’Sdeath !  I  had  forgot  my  Inflrudlions — Mock- 

inode,  Madam. - Roebuck  Mockmode,  my  Name,  and 

Sir-name. 

Luc.  Mockmode,  my  ’Squire!  it  can’t  be:  But  if  it 

fhou’d.  I’ve  made  the  better  Exchange. - Of  what 

Family  are  you.  Sir? 

Roeb.  Of  Mockmode-Hall  in  Shropjhire,  Madam  :  My 
Father’s  lately  dead  ;  I  came  lately  from  the  Univerfity  ; 
I  have  fifteen  hundred  Acres  of  as  good  fighting  Ground, 
as  any  in  England. - Twas  lucky  I  met  drat  Block¬ 
head  to  Day.  [Jlfede. 
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Luc.  The  very  fame  ■ 


-And  had  you  any  Di¬ 


rections  to  court  a  Lady  in  London? 

Roeb.  Umph  f — - How  (hould  I  have  found  the 

way  hither  elfe,  Madam  ? — What  the  Devil  will  this 
come  to  ?  ■  [AJide. 

Luc..  My  Fool  that  I  dreamt  of,  I  find  a  pretty  Gen¬ 
tleman. - Dreams  go  by  Contraries. - Well,  Sir, 

I  am  the  Lady ;  a;td  if  your  Defigns  are  honourable, 
I’m  yours;  take  a  turn  in  the  Garden  till  I  fend  for 
my  Chaplain:  You  mull  take  me  immediately,  for  if 
I  cool,  I’m  loft  for  ever.  [Exit. 

Rosb.  I  think  I  am  become  a  very  fober  Shropjhire 
Gentleman  in  good  earned;  I  don’t  ftart  at  the  Name 

of  the  Parfon - Oh  Fortune!  Fortune!  what  art  thou 

doing  ?  If  thou  and  my  Friend  will  throw  me  into 
the  Arms  of  a  fine  Lady,  and  great  Fortune,  how  the 
Devil  can  1  help  it?  Oh  but,  Zoons,  there’s  Marriage! 
Ay,  but  there’s  Money. - Oh !  but  there  are  Chil¬ 

dren,  fquawling  Children.  Ay,  but  then  there  are 
Rickets  and  Small-Pox,  which  perhaps  may  carry  them 

all  away. — - Oh  but  there’s  Horns !  Horns!  Ay, 

but  then  I  fhall  go  to  Heaven  ;  for  his  but  reafon- 
able,  fince  all  Marriages  are  made  in  Heaven,  that  all  _ 

Cuckolds  (hould  go  thither. - But  then,  there’s  Le~ 

anthe!  that  flicks.  I  love  her,  vvitnefs  Heaven,  I  love 
her  to  that  Degree — Plhaw,  I  lhall  whine  prefently — 

I  love  her  as  well  as  any  Woman  ;  and  what  can  lire 
expeCt  more  ?  I  can’t  drag  a  Lover’s  Chain  a  hundred 
Miles  by  Land,  and  a  hundred  Leagues  by  Water. 

- Fortune  has  decreed  it  otherwife. - So  lead 

on,  blind  Guide,  I  follow  thee  ;  and  when  the  Blind 


leads  the  Blind,  no  wonder  they  both  fall  into- 
'  Matrimony.  [Going  out',  meets  Leanthe.]  Oh  my  dear 


aufpicious  little  Mercury!  let  me  kifs  thee.- 
Go,  teil  thy  charming  Miftrefs,  I  obey  her  Commands. 

[Exit. 

Eoiter.  Leanthe. 

Lean.  Her  Commands !  Oh  Heavens !  I  muft  follow 
him.  [Going. 

Luc.  Page,  Page. 

D  ?  Lean. 
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Lean.  Oh  my  curs’d  Fortune  !  baulk’d  again  !— — — 
Madam. 

Luc.  Call  my  Chaplain ;  I’m  to  be  marry’d  pre- 

lently. 

Lean.  Marry’d  fo  fuddenly  !  To  whom,  pray  Ma¬ 
dam  ? 

Luc.  To  the  Gentleman  you  met  going  hence  juft 
now. 

Lean.  Oh  Heavens !  your  Ladylhip  is  not  in  earneft. 
Madam  ? 

Luc.  What,  is  Matrimony  to  be  made  a  Jeft  of? 
Don’t  be  impertinent,  Boy ;  call  him  inftantly. 

Lean.  What  {hall  I  do? — Oh,  Madam,  lufpend  it  till 
the  Morning,  for  Heav’n’s  fake.  Mr.  Love-well's  in  the 
Houfe ;  I  met  him  not  half  an  Hour  ago  ;  and  he  will 
certainly  kill  the  Gentleman,  and  perhaps  harm  your 
Ladylhip. 

Luc.  L  eve  well  in  my  Houfe !  How  came  he  hi¬ 
ther  ? 

Lean.  I  know  not.  Madam.  I  faw  him,  and  talk’d 
to  him ;  he  had  his  Sword  drawn,  and  he  threatned 
every  body.  Pray  delay  it  to  Night,  Madam. 

Luc.  No,  I’m  refolv’d ;  and  I’ll  prevent  his  difeo- 
vering  us ;  I’ll  put  on  a  Suit  of  your  Cloaths,  and  or¬ 
der  Findre/s  to  carry  her  Night-Gown  to  the  Gentle¬ 
man  in  the  Garden,  ar.d  bid  him  meet  me  in  the 
lower  Harbour  in  the  Weft  Corner,  and  fend  the  Chap¬ 
lain  thither  inftantly.  [Exit. 

Lean.  Hold,  Forcune,  hold ;  thou  haft  entirely  won  j 
For  I  am  loft.  Thus  long  I  have  been  rack’d 
On  thy  tormenting  Wheel,  and  now  my  Heart-ftrings 

(break. 

Difcovering  who  I  am,  expofes  me  to  Shame. 

Then  what  on  Earth  can  help  me  ? 

Enter  Pindrefs. 

Pin.  Oh  Lord!  Page,  what’s  the  matter?  Here’s  old 

O' 

doings,  or  rather  new  doings.  Prithee,  let  you  and  I 
throw  in  our  Two  pence  a  piece  into  this  Marriage- 
Lottery. 


Lean. 
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Lean.  You’ll  draw  nothing  but  Blanks,  I’ll  affure 

you,  from  me. - But  Hay,  let  me  confider  o’  th’ 

Bufinels. 

Find.  No  Confideration ;  the  Bus’nefs  muft  be  doitt 
hand  over- head. 

Lean.  Well, .  I  have  one  Card  to  play  ftill ;  and  with 
you,  Pindrefs.  [Takes  her  Hand. 

Pind.  You  expeft  tho’  that  I  Ihould  turn  up  trump? 

Lean.  No,  not  if  I  Ihuffle  right.  Afidcd\ - Well, 

Pindrefs ,  ’tis  a  Match.  Be  gone  to  the  lower  Arbour, 
at  the  Well-corner  of  the  Garden,  and  I’ll  come  to 
thee  immediately  with  the  Chaplain.  You  muft  not 
whifper,  for  we  muft  pals  upon  the  Chaplain  for  my 
Lady  and  the  Gentleman. - Hafte. 

Pind.  Sha’n’t  I  put  on  my  new  Gown  firft  ? 

Lean.  No,  no,  you  ftiall  have  a  Green-Gown  foe 
your  Wedding  in  the  Arbour. 

Pind.  A  Green  Gown  1 - Well,  all  Flelh  is  Grafs. 

Lean.  Make  hafte,  my  Spoufe,  fly. 

Pind.  And  will  you  come  ?  will  you  be  fure  to  come  ? 
— — O  my  little  Green-Goofeberry,  my  Teeth  water 
at  ye  ! - - 

Lean.  Now  Chance - No,  thou’rt  blind : 

Then  Love,  be  thou  my  Guide ,  and  fet  me  right ; 

The  blind,  like  Chance,  you  have  befi  Eyes  by  Night. 

[Exit. 

SCENE,  Bui  finch’ j  Houfe. 

Enter  Lovewell,  Brulh  and  Servant. 

Love.  Mr.  Lyrick  abroad,  fay’ll  thou !  and  Mockmcde 
with  him  I 

Ser.  All  abroad,  my  Miftrefs  and  all. 

Love.  I  don’t  underftand  this. - Brujh,  run  to  Lu¬ 

cindas  Lodgings,  and  obferve  what’s  doing  there :  I 
fpy’d  fome  halty  Lights  glancing  thro’  the  Rooms; 

I’ll  follow  you  prefently.  [Exit  Brulh.] - Can’t  you 

inform  me  which  way  they  went  ? 

Serv.  Perhaps  Mr.  Mockmode' 's  Man  can  inform  ye. 
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Love.  Pray  call  him. 

Serv.  Mr.  Club ,  Mr.  Club. 

Love.  What,  is  the  Fellow  deaf? 

Serv.  No,  Sir.  but  he’s  alleep,  and  in  Bed.— — 
Mr.  Club,  Mr.  Club. 

Club.  Augh - [Yawning. ]  I’m  afleep,  I’m  alleep; 

don’t  wake  me - Augh. 

Serv.  Here’s  a  Gentleman  wants  ye. 

Enter  Club,  with  bis  Coat  unbutton  d,  his  Garters  un- 

tj  d,  fcratching  and  yawning,  as  newly  waken'd  from 

Bed.' 

Club.  Pox  o’your  London  Beeeding ;  what  makes  you 
waken  a  Man  out  of  his  Sleep  that  way  ? 

Love.  Where’s  your  Mailer,  pray  Sir  ? 

Club.  Augh - ’  Fis  a  fad  thing  to  be  broken  of 

one’s  Reft  this  way. 

Love.  Can  you  inform  me  where  your  Mailer’s 
•  gone ? 

Club.  My  Mailer ! - Augh - 

[Stretching  and  yawning. 

Love.  Yes,  Sir.  your  Mailer. 

Club.  My  Mailer! - Augh - What  a  Clock  is  it. 

Sir  ?  I  believe  ’tis  pall  Midnight,  for  I  have  gotten  my 
ink  Sleep - Augh - 

Love.  Thou’rt  alleep  Hill.  Blockhead.  Anfwey  me, 
or - Where’s  your  Maker  ? 

Club.  Augh - 1  had  the  pleafantell  Dream  when 

you  call’d  me - Augh - 1  thought  my  Mailer’s  great 

black  Stone  horfe  had  broke  looie  among  the  Mares. 

- Augh - And  fo.  Sir,  you  call’d  me- - Augh. 

- And  fo  I  awaken’d. 

Love.  Sirrah,  [Strikes  him ] — • — Now  your  Dream’s 
out,  I  hope. 

Club.  Zauns,  Sir!  what  d’ye  mean,  Sir?  My  Mailer’s 
as  good  a  Man  as  you.  Sir;  Dem  me.  Sir. 

Love.  Tell  me  presently  where  your  Maker  is,  Sir¬ 
rah,  or  I’ll  duk  the  Secret  cut  of  your  Jacket. 

Club.  Oh  Sir,  your  Name’s  Love  well,  Sir. 

Love.  'What  then,  Sir  ? 


Club. 
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Club.  Why  then  my  Mailer  is — where  you  are  not. 

Sir. - My  Mailer’s  in  a  line  Lady’s  Arms,  and  you 

are - here,  I  take  it.  [Shrugging. 

Love.  Has  he  got  a  Whore  a  Bed  with  him  r 

Club.  He  may  be  Father  to  the  Son  of  a  Whore  by 
this  time,  if  your  Mi  11  re fs  Lucinda  be  one.  Mr.  Ly- 
rick  did  his  Bus’nefs,  and  my  Mailer  will  do  her  Bu- 
finefs.  I  warrant  him,  if  o’th’  right  Shropjhire  Breed, 
which  I’m  lure  he  is,  for  my  Mother  nurs’d  him  on 
my  Milk. 

Love.  Two  Calves  fuckl’d  on  the  fame  Cow - 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  Gramercy  Poet;  has  he  broagltf  the 
Play  to  a  Catallrophe  fo  foon  ?  A  rare  Executioner, 
to  clap  him  in  the  Female  Pillory  already!  ha,  ha, 
ha. 

Club.  Ay,  Sir  ;  and  a  Pillory  that  you  would  give 
your  Ears  for;  I  warrant,  you  think  my  Mailer’s  over 
Head  and  Ears  in  the  Irijh  Quagmire  you  would  have 
drown’d  him  in.  But,  Sir,  we  have  found  the  bottom 
on’t. 

Love.  He  may  pafs  over  the  Quagmire,  Sirrah;  for 
there  were  ilepping  Stones  laid  in  his  way. 

Club.  Fie  has  got  over  dry-lhod,  I’ll  allure  you.— 
Prayr,  Sir,  did  not  you  receive  a  Note  from  Lucinda , 
the  true  Lucinda,  to  meet  her  at  Ten  in  her  Garden, 

to  Night r— - Why  don’t  you  laugh  now?  Ha,  ha, 

ha. 

Love.  ’Sdeath,  Rafcal,  What  Intelligence  cou’d  you 
have  of  that  ? 

Club.  Hold,  Sir,  I  have  more  Intelligence.  You 
threw  Mr.  Lyrick  his  Poem,  in  a  hurry,  in  the  Park, 
and  jullled  that  fweet  Letter  out  of  your  Pocket,  Sir. 
This  Letter  fell  into  my  Mailer’s  Hands,  Sir,  and 
difcover’d  your  Sham,  Sir,  your  Trick,  Sir.  Now, 
Sir,  I  think  you  are  as  deep  in  the  Mud,  as  he  is  in 
the  Mire. 

Love.  Curs’d  Misfortune !  And  where  are  they  gone. 
Sir?  Quickly,  the  Truth,  the  whole  Truth,  Dog,  or 
I’ll  fpit  you  like  a  Sparrow. 

Club , 


86  Love  and  a  Bottle. 

Club.  I  defign  to  tell  you,  Sir.  Mr.  Lyrick,  Sir, 
being  my  Mailer’s  intimate  Friend,  or  fo,  upon  a 
Bribe  of  a  hundred  Pounds,  or  fo,  has  fided  with  him, 
taken  him  to  Lucinda  s  Garden  in  your  llead,  and  there’s 

a  Parfon,  and  all,  and  fo  forth - Now,  Sir,  I  hope 

the  Poet  has  brought  the  Play  to  a  very  good  Cata  — 
Cata - what  d’ye  call  him,  Sir  ? 

Lome.  ’Twas  he  I  encounter’d  in  the  Garden. - 

’Sdeath !  Trick’d  by  the  Poet !  I’ll  cut  off  one  of  his 
Limbs,  I’ll  make  a  Synaloepha  of  him:  I’ll - 

Club.  He,  he,  he!  - Two  Calves  fuck’d  on  the 

fame  Cow  ! - He,  he  ! 

Lome.  Nay,  then  I  begin  with  you.  [ Drubs  him. 

Club.  Zauns !  Murder  !  Demme  !  Zauns !  Murder ! 
Zauns  !  [ Runs  cff,  and  Lovewell  after  him. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Anti-Chamber  in  Lucinda’s 
Houfe ;  a  Hat  and  a  Sword  on  the  Table. 

Enter  Brufh. 

Erujh.  I  have  been  peeping  and  crouching  about 
Tike  a  Cat  a  moufing.  Ha  !  1  fmell  a  Rat-— a  Sword 
and  a  Hat!-— There  are  certainly  a  pair  of  Breeches 
appertaining  to  thefe,  and  may  be  lap’d  up  in  my 
Lady’s  Lavender,  who  knows  ?  £. Lijlens . 

Enter  Lovewell  in  a  hurry. 

Love.  What,  Sir  ?  What  are  you  doing  ?  I’m  ruin’d, 
trick’d - 

Brufh.  I  believe  fo  too,  Sir. - See  here! 

[Shews  the  Hat  and  Svjord. 

Love.  By  all  my  Hopes,  Roebuck's  Hat  and  Sword  ! 
This  is  Mifchief  upon  Mifchief.  Run  you  to  the  Gar¬ 
den,  Sirrah  ;  and  if  you  find  any  Body,  fecure  ’em ;  I’ll 

fearch  the  Houfe. - I’m  ruin’d  ! - Fly— -Roebuck  ?— 

What  hoa  ? - Roebuck  ? - hoa  ? 

Enter  Roebuck  unbutton  d ;  runs  to  Lovewell  and  embra¬ 
ces  him. 

Roeb.  Dear,  dear  Lovewell,  wilh  me  Joy,  wifh  me 
Joy,  my  Friend, 

Love, 
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Love.  Of  what.  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Of  the  deareft,  tender’d:,  whited,  fofteft  Bride, 
that  ever  bleft  Man’s  Arms.  I’m  all  Air,  all  a  Cupid, 
all  Wings,  and  muft  fly  again  to  her  Embraces.  De¬ 
tain  me  not,  my  Friend. 

Love.  Hold  Sir ;  I  hope  you  mock  me ;  tho’  that  it 
felf’s  unkind. 

Roeb.  Mock  you  f.  -By  Heav’ns,  No :  She’s 

more  than  Senfe  can  bear,  or  Tongue  'exp  refs.  ■  ■  — 

O  Lucinda  f  Should  Heaven - - 

Love.  Hold,  Sir,  no  more. 

Roeb.  I’m  on  the  Rack  of  Pleafure,  and  muft  cotjfefs 
all. 


When  her  foft  melting,  white,  and  yielding  Waift, 
Within  my  prefling  Arms  was  folded  faft. 

Our  Lips  were  melted  down  by  Heat  of  Love, 

And  lay  incorporate  in  liquid  Kiffes, 

Whilft  in  foft  broken  Sighs,  we  catch’d  each  other’s 

Souls. 

Love.  Come,  come,  Roebuck,  no  more  of  this  Extrav3* 

gance.  - By  Heav’n  I  fwear  you  (ha’n’t  marry 

her. 

Roeb.  By  Heav’n  I  fwear  fo  too  ;  for  I’m  marry’d 
already. 

Love.  Then  thcu’rt  a  Villain. 

Roeb.  A  Villain,  Man  ! - Pihaw,  that’s  Non- 

fenfe.  A  poor  Fellow  can  no  fooner  get  marry’d,  than 
you  imagine  he  may  be  call’d  a  Villain  prefently.  ■ 

You  may  call  me  Fool,  a  Blockhead,  or  an  Ais,  by  the 
Authority  of  Cuftom :  But  why  a  Villain,  for  God’s 
fake  ?' 

Love.  Did  not  you  engage  to  meet,  and  fight  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  for  me  in  More  fields  ? 

Roeb.  Did  not  you  promife  to  engage  a  Lady  for  me 
at  the  Fountain,  Sir? 

Love.  This  Lucinda  is  my  Mid  refs,  Sir. 

Roeb.  This  Lucinda ,  Sir,  is  my  Wife. 

Love.  Then  this  decides  the  matter.*"  - . Draw. 

[  ‘Throws  Roebuck  his  Sword,  and  draws  his  own, 

Roeb. 
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Roeb.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Man,  I’ve  other  Bufinefs  to 
mind  on  my  Wedding-night.  I  mull  in  to  my  Bride. 

[  Going. 

Love.  Hold,  Sir ;  move  a  ftep,  and  by  Heavens  I’ll 
ftab  thee. 

Roeb.  Put  up,  put  up  ;  Plhaw,  I  a’n’t  prepar’d  to  die  j 
I  a’n’t.  Devil  take  me. 

Lome.  Do  you  dally  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Why,  you  won’t  be  lb  unconfcionable  as  to 
kill  a  Man  fo  fuddenly  ;  I  han’t  made  my  Will  yet. 
Perhaps  I  may  leave  you  a  Legacy. 

Lome.  Pardon  me.  Heavens,  if  prefs’d  by  flinging 
Taunts,  my  Pafiion  urge  my  Arm  to  a£l  what’s  foul. 

[  Offers  to  ptff  at  him. 

Roeb.  Hold.  [  Raking  up,  his  Sword.  ]-’Tis  i  a  fell 

making  Peace,  they  fay,  with  Sword  in  Hand' - ■ 

I’ll  tell  thee  what,  Ned-,  I  would  not  lofe  this  Night’s 
Pleafure  for  the  Honour  of  fighting  and  vanquifhing 
the  Seven  Champions  of  Chrijlendom.  Permit  me  then 
but  this  Night  to  return  to  the  Arms  of  my  dear  Bride, 
and  Faith  and  Troth  I’ll  take  a  fair  Thruft  with 
you  to  morrow  Morning. 

Love.  What !  beg  a  poor  Reprieve  for  Life  !  ■■■..■  -  - 
Then  thou  art  a  Coward 

Roeb.  You  imagined  the  contrary,  when  you  employ’d 
me  to  fight  for  you  in  Moorfelds. 

Love.  Will  nothing  move  thy  Gall  ?  — — — TJiou’rt 
bafe,  ungrateful. 

Roeb.  Ungrateful  !  I  love  thee,  Ned ;  by  Heavens, 
my  Friend,  I  love  thee :  Therefore  name  not  that 
Word  again,  for  fuch  a  Repetition  wou’d  ever -pay  all 
thy  Favours. 

Love.  A  cheap,  a  very  cheap  way  of  making  Ac¬ 
knowledgment,  and  therefore,  thou  haft  catched  it,  which 
makes  thee  more  ungrateful. 

Roeb.  My  Friendlhip  even  yet  does  balance  my  Paf- 
fion  but  throw  in  the  leak  'Grain  more  of  an  Af¬ 
front,  and  by  Heaven  you  turn  the  Scale. 

Love.  [ Rauftng~\  No,  I’ve  thought  better;  my 
Reafon  clears— -She’s  not  worth  my  Sword ;  a  Bully 

only 
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only  (hould  draw  in  her  Defence,  for  She’s  falfe,  a 
Proftitute.  [Puts  tip  his  Sword. 

Roeb.  A  Proftitute  !  By  Heavens,  thou  ly’ft  [Draws. 

■ - Thou  haft  Bhfphemed.  Her  Virtue  anhvers  the 

uncorrupted  State  of  Woman  ;  fo  much  above  Mo- 
defty,  that  it  mocks  Temptation.  She  has  convinc’d 
me  of  the  bright  Honour  of  her  Sex,  and  I  hand 
Champion  now  for  the  fair  Female  Caufe. 

Love.  Then  I  have  loft  what  nought  on  Earth  can 
pay.  Curfe  on  all  Doubts,  all  Jealoufies,  that  deftroy 
our  prelent  Happinefs,  by  miftrufting  the  future.  Thus 
Misbelievers  making  their  Heaven  uncertain,  find  a 
certain  Hell  ■■  And  is  Ihe  virtuous  ?  Sound 
the  bold  Charge  aloud,  which  does  proclaim  me 
guilty. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens,  as  virtuous  as  thy  Sifter. 

Love.  My  Sifter  f - Ha!-— - I  fear.  Sir,  your 

Marriage  with  Lucinda  has  wrong’d  my  Sifter ;  for  her 
you  courted,  and  I  heard  Ihe  lov’-d  you. 

Roeb.  I  courted  her,  ’tis  true,  and  lov’d  her  alfo ; 
nay,  my  Love  to  her  rival’d  my  Friendlhip  tow’rds 

—  ■  - and  had  my  Fate  allow’d  me  time  for 

Thought,  her  dear  Remembrance  might  have  flopp’d 
the  Marriage.  But  fince  ’tis  paft,  I  muft  own  to  you, 
to  her,  and  all  the  World,  that  I  call  off  all  former 
Palfion,  and  fhall  henceforth  confine  my  Love  to  the 
dear  Circle  of  her  charming  Arms,  from  which  I  juft 
now  parted. 

Enter  Leanthe  in  Womans  loofe  Apparel. 

Lean.  I  take  you  at  your  Word  :  Thefe  are  the 
Arms  that  held  you. 

Roeb.  Oh  Gods  and  Happinefs !  Leanthe  ! 

Love.  My  Sifter  !  Heavens !  It  cannot  be. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens  it' can,  it  fhall,  it  muft  be  fo— 

For  none  on  Earth  cou’d  give  fuch  Joys,  but  lire - - 

Who  would  have  thought  my  Joys  cou’d  bear  Increafe? 
Lovevjell,  my  Friend!  This  is  thy  Sifter!  ’Tis  Le~ 
anthe  !  My  Miftrefs,  my  Bride,  my  Wife. 

Lean.  I  am  your  Sifter,  Sir  ;  as  fuch,  T  beg  you-  to 
pardon  the  Effcil  of  violent  Palfion,  which  has  dri¬ 


ven 


90  .  Love  and  a  Bottle. 

ven  me  into  fome  imprudent  Actions  :  But  none  fucli 
as  may  blot  the  Honour  of  my  Virtue,  or  Family, 
To  hold  you  no  longer  in  fufpence,  ’rwas  I  brought 
the  Letter  from  Leanthe  ;  ’twas  I  manag’d  the  Intrigue 
with  Lucinda  ;  I  fent  the  Note  to  Mr.  Roebuck  this 
Afternoon  ;  and  I— - - — 

Roeb.  That  was  the  Bride  of  happy  me. 

Love.  Thou  art  my  Sifter  and  Guardian-Angel  ;  for 
thou  haft  blefs’d  thy  felf,  and  blefs  thy  Brother.  Lucin¬ 
da  ftill  is  fafe,  and  may  be  mine. 

Roeb.  A  lay  !  She  (hall  be  thine,  my  Friend. 

Love.  Where  is  Lucinda  ? 

Enter  Mcckmode. 

Mock.  Not  far  off ;  tho’  far  enough  from  you,  by  the 
Uni  verfe. 

Lean.  You  muft  give  me  leave  not  to  believe  you, 
Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,  Madam  !  I  crave  you  ten  thoufand  Par¬ 
dons,  by  the  Univerfe,  Madam,  Zauns,  Aiadam,  Dem  me, 
Madam.  [Offers  to  falute  her  aukwoardly. 

Love.  By  your  leave,  Sir.'  — —  [Thrufts  him  back. 

Roeb.  Ah,  Couftn  Mockmode  !  - — . —  How  do  all 

our  Friends  in  Shropffire  ? - — 

Mock.  Now,  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  all  for  your 
Trick,  your  Sham.  You  imagine  I  have  got  your 
WTore,  Couftn,  your  Crack.  But,  Gentlemen,  by  the 
Aftiftance  of  a  Poet,  your  Sheely  is  metamorphos’d  into 
the  real  Lucinda  ;  which  your  Eyes  fhall  teftify.  Bring 
in  the  Jury  there.-— - Guilty,  or  not  Guilty  ? 

Enter  Lyrick  and  Trudge. 

Trud.  Oh  my  dear  Roebuck  !  [Trudge  feeing  PvOe- 
buck,  thrones  off  her  Mafque,  flies  to  him ,  takes  him  a- 
bout  the  Neck  and  kiffes  him.~\  And  Faith  is  it  you, 
dear  Joy  ?  And  where  have  you  been  thefe  feven  long 
Years  ? 

Mock.  Zauns  ! 

Roeb.  Held  off,  fiale  Iniquity,— ——Aiadam,  you’ll 
pardon  this  ?  [To  Leanthe. 

Trud. 
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Trud.  Indeed  I  won’t  live  with  that  Stranger.  You 

promis’d  to  marry  me,  fo  you  did. - Ah,  Sir,  Neddy's 

a  brave  Boy,  God  b’efs  him  ;  he’s  a  whole  Armful  ; 
Lord  knows,  I  had  a  heavy  Load  of  him. 

Love.  Guilty,  .or  not  Guilty,  Mr.  Mockmode? 

Mock.  ’Tis  paft  that ;  I  atn  condemn’d ;  I’m  hang’d 
in  the  Marriage  Noofe. — Hark  ye.  Madam,  was  this  the 
Dodlor  that  let  you  Blood  under  the  Tongue  for  the 
Quinfey  ? 

Trud.  Yes,  that  it  was,  Sir. 

Mock.  Then  he  may  do  fo  again;  for  the  Devil  take 

me  if  ever  I  breath  a  Vein  for  ye - Mr.  Lyrick,  is 

this  your  Poetical  Friendfhip? 

Lyr.  I  had  only  a  mind  to  convince  you  of  your 
’Squirefhip. 

Love.  Now,  Sifter,  my  Fears  are  over. - But  where’s 

Lucinda  ?  How  is  fhe  difpos’d  of  ? 

Lean.  The  Fear  fhe  lay  under  of  being  difcover’d  by 
you,  gave  me  an  Opportunity  of  impofing  Pindrefs  upon 
her  initead  of  this  Gentleman,  whom  fire  cxpefted  to  wear 
one  of  Pindrefs  s  Night-Gowns  as  a  Difguife.  To  make 
the  Cheat  more  current,  fhe’  difguis’d  her  felf  in  my 
Cloaths,  which  has  made  her  pafs  on  her  Maid  for  me ; 
and  I  by  that  Opportunity  putting  on  a  Suit  of  her’s,  paft 
upon  this  Gentleman  for  Lucinda :  My  r.ext  Bufinefs 
is  to  find  her  out,  and  beg  her  Pardon,  endeavour  her 
Reconcilement  to  you,  which  the  Difcovery  of  the  Mis¬ 
takes  between  both  will  eafily  effett.  [Exit. 

Roeb.  Well,  Sir,  [To  Lyrick.]  how  was  your  Plot 
carried  on  ? 

Lyr.  Why  this  ’Squire  (will  you  give  me  leave  to  call 
you  fo  now  ?)  this  ’Squire  had  a  mind  to  perfonate  Love- 

well,  to  catch  Lucinda. - Sol  made  Trudge  to  perfonate 

Lucinda,  and  fnap  him  in  this  very  Garden.— Now,  Sir, 
you’ll  give  me  leave  to  write  your  Tfpithalamium  ? 

Mock.  My  Epitbalamium  !  my  Epitaph,  Screech-Ovv), 
for  I’m  buried  alive.  But  I  hope  you’ll  return  my  hundred 
Pound  I  gave  you  for  marrying  me. 

Lyr.  No;  but  for  five  hundred  more  I’ll  unmarry  you. 
Thefe  are  hard  Times,  and  Men  of  Indultry  muft  make 
Money.  Mack. 
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Mock.  Here’s  the  Money,  by  the  Univerfe,  Sir ;  a  Bill 
of  five  hundred  Pound  Sterling,  upon  Mr.  Ditto  the  Mer¬ 
cer  in  Cheap fde.  Bring  me  a  Reprieve,  and  ’tis  yours. 

Lyr.  Lay  it  in  that  Gentleman's  Hands. 

[ Gives  Roebuck  the  Bill. 
The  Executioner  fhall  cut  the  Rope.  [ Goes  to  the  Door , 
and  brings  in  Bullfinch  drefs\d  like  a  Parjitn. 
Here’s  Revelation  for  you  !  [Pulls  open  the  Gown. 

Mock.  Oh  thou  damn’d  Whore  of  Babylon ! 

Love.  What,  Pope  foam  the  Second!  Were_you  thePriefl? 

Bull.  Of  the  Poet’s  Ordination. 

Lyr.  Ay,  ay,  before  the  time  of  Chriftianity  the  Poets 
were  Priefts. 

Mock.  No  wonder  then  that  all  the  World  were  Hea¬ 
thens. 

Lyr.  How  d’ye  like  the  Plot  ?  Would  it  not  do  well 
for  a  Play  ? - My  Money,  Sir -  [To  Roebuck. 

Roeb.  No,  Sir  ;  it  belongs  to  this  Gentlewoman - - 

[Gives  it  to  Trudge .]  you  have  divorc’d  her,  and  mull 

give  her  a  feparate  Maintenance - There’s  another 

turn  of  Plot  you  were  not  aware  of,  Mr.  Lyrick. 

Enter  Lucinda,  Leanthe,  and  Pindrefs. 

Luc.  You  have  told  me  Wonders. 

Lean.  Here  are  thefe  can  teflify  the  Truth.  This 
Gentleman  is  the  real  Mr.  Mockmode,  and  much  fuch 
another  Perfon  as  your  Dream  reprefented. 

Roeb.  I  hope,  Madam,  you’ll  pardon  my  diffembling, 
fince  only  the  Hopes  of  fo  great  a  Purchafe  could 
caufe  it. 

Luc.  Let  my  wifhing  you  much  Joy  and  Happinefs 
in  your  Bride,  teflify  my  Reconciliation  ;  and  at  the  Re- 
queft  of  your  Sifter,  Mr.  Lovenuell,  I  pardon  your  pall 
Jealoufies.  You  threatned  me,  Mr.  LovevoeU,  with  an 
Irifn  Entertainment  at  my  Wedding.  I  wilh  it  prefent 
now,  to  afiift  at  your  Sifter’s  Nuptials. 

Lean.  At  my  laft  going  hence,  I  fent  for  'em,  and 
they’re  ready. 

Love.  Call  ’em  in  then. 

[An  Jrifh  Entertainment  of  three  Men  and  three 
Women,  dreJPd  after  the  Fingalliatl  Fajhion. 

Luc . 
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Luc.  I  mull  reward  your  Siller,  Mr.  Lovewell,  for 
the  many  Services  done  me  as  my  Page.  I  therefore 
fettle  my  Fortune  and  my  felf  on  you,  on  this  Con¬ 
dition,  That  you  make  over  your  Eftate  in  Ireland  to 
your  Siller,  and  that  Gentleman. 

Lome.  ’Tis  done,  only  with  this  Provifo,  Brother, 
That  you  forfake  your  Extravagancies. 

Roeb.  Brother,  you  know  I  always  flighted  Gold, 
But  moll  when  offer’d  as  a  fordid  Bribe. 

I  fcorn  to  be  brib’d  even  to  Virtue, 

But  for  bright  Virtue’s  fake,  I  here  embrace  it. 

[. Embracing  Leanthe. 

I  have  efpous’d  all  Goodnefs  with  Leanthe, 

And  am  divorc’d  from  all  my  former  Follies. 


Womaii  s  our  Fate.  Wild  and  unlawful  Flames  ' 
Debauch  us  firf,  and  fofter  Lome  reclaims. 

'  Thus  Paradife  was  lojl  by  Woman’s  Fall, 

But  virtuous  Woman  thus  ref  ores  it  (ill. 

[Exeunt  onines. 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 


Written  and 


fpoke  by  Jo.  Haynes  in 
Mourning.  ** 


I 


Come  not  here, your  Poet’s  Fate  too  fee , 

~  He  and  his  Play  may  both  be  damn' d for  me 

No,  Royal  Theatre,  1  come  to  Mourn  for 
Thee. 

And  muf  thefe  Structures  then  untimely  fall, 
Whilf  ttf other  Houje  fiands,  and  gets  the  Devil  and  all  ? 
Muft  fill  hind  Fortune  through  all  Weathers  fleer  'em  ? 
And  Beauties  bloom  there ,  fpite  of  Edax  Rerum  ? 
Yivitur  ingenfo,  that  damn  d  Motto,  there, 

[Looking  up  at  it. 

Seduc'd  me  firfi  to  be  a  wicked  Player. 

Hard  Times  indeed  !  .  Oh  T  empera  1  Oh  Mores  ! 

/  know)  that  Stage  mu.fi  down,  where  not  one  Whore  is. 


But  can  you  have  the  Hearts  tho'—f  Pray  new  fpeak  J 
After  ail  our  Services,  to  let  us  break  ? 

You  cannot  dot,  unlefs  ihe  Devil  s  in  ye. 

IVhat  Arts,  what  Merit,  han  t  v:e  us'd  to  win  ye  ? 

Firft,  to  divert  ye  with  fame  new  French  Strowlers  ; 

We  brought  ye  Bona  Sere’s,  Barba  Co!ars. 

[Mocking  the  late  Singers. 


Wlsen  their  Male-Throats  no  longer  drew  your  Money, 

We  got  you  an  Eunuch's  Pipe,  Seignior  Rampony. 

That  Bcardlefs  Song  ft  er  we  cent  d  ne'er  make  much  on  : 

The  Females  found  a  damnd  Blotch  in  his  ’Scutcheon. 

An  Italian  now  we've  got,  of  mighty  Fame, 

Don  Sigifmondo  Fideli - Tljere's  Mufick  in  his  Name : 

His 
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Hit  Voice  is  ' like  the  Muftck  of  tie  Spheres, 

Itfthoild  be  Heavenly  for  the  Price  it  bears.  [20  1.  a  time. 
He's  a  handfome  Fellcvo  too,  looks  brisk  and  trim  : 

If  he  dots'  t  takeye,  then  the  Devil  take  him. 

Beftides,  left  our  vohite  paces  alvtays  mayn't  delight  ye. 
We've  pickt  up  Gipftes  n<rw  to  plea  ft ,  or  fright  ye. 

Daftly,  to  make  our  Houfe  more  Courtly Jhine, 

As  Travel  does  the  Men  of  Mode  refine. 

So  our  Stage- Heroes  did  their  Tour  defign. 

To  mend  their  Manners,  and  coarfe  Englifh  Feeding, 

They  went  to  Ireland,  to  improve  their  Breeding  ; 

Yet,  for  all  this,  voe  f  ill  are  at  a  lofs. 

Oh  Collier  !  Collier  !  thou  ft  frighted  away  Mifs  C---S  ; 
She,  to  return  our  Foreigners  Cotnplaijance, 

At  Cupid’.?  Call  has  made  a  Trip  to  France. 

Love's  Fire-Arms  here,  are  fttnce  not  worth  a  Sous: 
We've  hft  the  only  Touch-hole  of  our  Houfe. 

Lofting  that  Jewel,  gave  us  a  fatal  Blow  : 

Well,  if  thin  Audience  muft  Jo.  Haynes  undo. 

Well,  if' tis  decreed,  nor  can  thy  Fate,  O  Stage, 

Reftft  the  Vows  of  this  obdurate  Age, 
ft l!  then  grow  voifer,  leave  oft' playing  the  Fool, 

And  hire  this  Play-houfe  for  a  Boarding-School : 

D'ye  think  the  Maids  won't  be  in  a fiveet  Condition, 

When  they  are  under  Jo.  Hayn eds grave  Tuition  P 
They'll  have  no  occafion  then,  F  m  fure,  to  Play, 

They'll  have  ftuch  Comings-in  another  vsay. 

FINIS. 
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■I  K  T 


To  the  HONOURABLE 

Sir  Roger  Mostyn,  Bar^- 

o  P 

Moftyn-Hall  in  Flintjhire*- 
§  IR , 

I  S  no  fmall  Reflection  on  Pie- - 
ces  of  this  Nature,  that  Pane-.- 
gyrick.is  fo  much  improv’d,, 
and  that  Dedication  is  grower 
more  an  Art  than  Poetry  •,  that 
Authors,  to  make  their  Patrons  more  thaa 
Men,  make  themfelves  lefs ;  and  that  Perfons 
of  Honour  are  forc’d  to-  decline  patronizing 
Wit,  becaufe  their  Modefty  cannot  bear  the 
grofs  Strokes  of  Adulation. 

But  give  me  leave  to  fay,  Sir,  that  I  am 
too  young  an  Author  to  have  learnt  the  Art 
of  Flattery ;  and  I  hope,  .the  fame  Modefty 
■which  recommended  this  Play  to  the  World, . 

A  3  will  i 
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will  alfo  reconcile  my  Addrefies  to  You,  of 
whom  I  can  lay  nothing  but  what  your  Me¬ 
rits  may  warrant,  and  all  that  have  the  Ho¬ 
nour  of  your  Acquaintance  will  be  proud  to 
vindicate. 

The  greatefi:  Penegyrick  upon  you,  S  i  r,. 
is  the  unprejudic’d  and  bare  Truth  of  Your 
Character  ;  the  Fire  of  Youth,  with  the  Se- 
dalenefs .  of  a  Senator,  and  the  Modern  Gaiety 
of  a  fine  Englijh  Gentleman,  with  the  Noble 
Solidity  of  the  Antient  Briton. 

This  is  the  Character,  Sir,  which  all 
Men,  but  your  Self,  are  proud  to  publifh  of 
You,  and  which  more  celebrated  Pens  than  1 
mine  fhould  tranfmit  to  Pofterity. 

The  Play  has  had  fome  Noble  Appear¬ 
ances  to  honour  its  Reprefentation  \  and  to 
compleat  the  Succefs ,  I  have  prefum’d  to  pre¬ 
fix  fo  Noble  a  Name  to  ufher  it  into  the  ■ 
World.  A  ftately  Frontifpiece  is  the  Beauty, 
of  a  Building.  But  here  I  mult  tranlverfe  ! 
Ovid : 

Materia  fuperahit  Opus. 

I  am,  Honourable  S  i  r, 

Your  moll  Devoted,  and 
Humble  Servant, 

'  Gtq.  Farquhak. 


PREFACE 


TO  THE 


y 


reader. 

N  affelted  Modefiy  is  very  often- 
the  great  eft  Vanity ,  and  Authors 
are  fometimes  prouder  of  their 
Blufhes  than  of  the  Praifes  that 
occajTon’d  them.  I  fhan’t  therefore ,  like  a, 
foolifh  Virgin ,  fly  to  he  purfu’d ,  and  deny 
what  I  chiefly  wifh  for.  I  am  very  willing  to 
acknowledge  the  Beauties  of  this  Play,  efpe - 
dally  thofe  of  the  Third  Night ,  which  not: 
to  be  proud  of ,  were  the  height  of  Im¬ 
pudence  :  who  is  afham’d  to  value  himfelf  upon 
filch  Favours ,  undervalues  thofe  who  con¬ 
ferred  them. 

As  I  freely  fubmit1  to  the  Criticifms  of  the 
Judicious ,  fo  I  cannot  call  this  an  III  Play, 
Jince  the  Town  has  allow’d  it  fuch  Succefs » 
When  they  have  pardon’ d  my  Faults ,  ’ twere 
very  111  Manners  to  condemn  their  Indulgence . 
Some  may  think  (my  Acquaintance  in  Town 
being  too  j lender  to  make  a  Party  for  the  Play) 
that  the  Succefs  muft  be  deriv’d  from  the  pure 
3  Merits, . 


To  the  READER, 

Merits  of  the  Caufe.  I  am  of  another  Opi¬ 
nion :  1  have  not  been  long  enough  in  T own  to 
raife  Enemies  againfl  me ;  and  the  Englifh 
are  fill  kind  to  Strangers.  I  am  below  the 
Envy  of  great  Wits,  and  above  the  Malice 
of  little  ones.  I  have  not  difpleas'd  the  Ladies , 
nor  offended  the  Clergy  •,  both  which  are  now 
pleas'd  to  fay ,  that,  a  Comedy  may  be  divert¬ 
ing  without  Smut  and  Profanenefs. 

Next  to  thefe  Advantages ,  the  Beauties  of 
Adi  ion  gave  the  greateft  Life  to  the  Play  ;  of 
which  the  Town  is  fo  fenfible y  that  all  will 
join  with  me  in  Commendation  of  the  Attors,, 
and  dlfo  ( without  detracting  from  the  Merit  of 
others )  that  the  Theatre- Royal  affords  an  Ex¬ 
cellent  and  Cofnpleat  Set  of  Comedians.  Mr: 
Wilk’j'  Performance  has  fet  him  fo  far  above 
Competition  in  the  Part  of  Wildair,  that  none 
can  pretend  to  envy  the  P  raife  due  to  his  Me¬ 
rit.  That  he  made  the  Part,  will  appear 
from  hence ,  that  whenever  the  Stage  has  the . 
Misfortune  to  lofe  him ,  Sir  Harry  Wildair 
may  go  to  the  Jubilee. 

A  great  many  quarrel  at-  the  Trip  to  the. 
Jubilee  for  a  Mrfnomer  :  I  mu  ft  tell  them,. 
'That  perhaps  there  are  greater  Trips  in  the ■ 
Play  ;  and  when  I  find  that  more  exadt  Plays 
have  had  better  Succefs ,  Pll  talk  with  the  Cri- 
ticks  about  Decorums,  &c.  However ,  if  I  ever 
commit  another  Fault  of  this  Nature ,  Pll  en~> 
deavour  to  make  it  more  Ex cu fable.. 
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By  a  Friend. 

POETS  ’will  think  fo  nothing  checks  their  Fury, 

As  Wits,  Cits,  Beaux,  and  Women  for  their  JURY, 
Our  Spark's  half  dead  to  think  what  Medley's  come , 

With  blended  Judgments  to  pronounce  his  Doom . 

'  Tis  all  falfe  Fear  ;  for ,  in  a  mingl'd  Pit,. 

Why,  what  your  grave  Don  thinks  but  dully  writ , 

His  Neighbour  i'th'  Great  Wig  may  take  for  Wit. 

Some  Authors  Court  the  Few,  the  Wife,  if  any ; 

Our  Youth’.*  content,  if  he  can  reach  the  Many ; 

Who  go  with  much-like  Ends  to  Church  and  Play, 

Not  to  obferve  what  Priefts  or  Poets  fay. 

No  !  no  l  your  thoughts,  like  theirs,  lie  quite  another,  way. 

The  Ladies  fafe  may  fmile :  for  here's  no  Slander, 

No  Smut,  no  Lewd-tongu'd  Beau,  no  double  Entendre. 

'Tis  true,  he  has  a  Spark  juft  come  from  France : 

Rut  then  fo  far  from  Beau - why  he  talks  Senfe  ! 

Like  Qoin  oft  carry' d  out,  but—feldom  brought  from  thence- 
Tfoere's  yet  a  Gang,  to  whom  our  Spark  fubmits. 

Your  Elbow-Jhaking  Fool,  that  lives  by' s  Whs, 

That's  only  Witty,  tho' ,  juft  as  he  lives,  by  Fits. 

Who  Lion-like,  through  Baylifk,  fcours  away, 

Hunts,  in  the  Face,  a  Dinner  all  the  Day : 
jit  Nighty  with  empty  Bowels,  Grumbles  o'er  the  PLAY. 
And  now  the  M°dijh  Prentice  he  implores, 

Who,  with  his  Maftef's  Cajh,  ftol'n  out  of  Doors, 

Employs  it  on  a  Brace  of - Honourable  Whores: 

While  their  good  Bulky  Mother,  pleas'd ,  fits  by. 

Bawd  Regent  of  the  Bubble  Gallery . 

Next 


PROLOGUE. 

Next,  to  our  mounted  Friends,  we  humbly  move,  J 

Who,  all  your  Side-box  Tricks,  are  much  above,  /* 

And  never  fail  to  pays  us— - with  their  Love.  J 

Ah  Friends!  Poor  Dorfet -Garden  Houfe  is  goner 
Our  merry  Meetings  there  are  all  undone. 

Quite  lof  to  us,  fure  for  fome  f  range  Mifdeeds, 

That  frong  Dog  SampfonV  pull'd  it  Per  our  Heads ; 

Snaps  Rope  //if  Thread  j  but  when  his  Fortuned  told  him,. 
He'll  hear,  perhaps,  of  Rope,  will  one  Day  hold  him : 

At  leaf,  1  hope,  that  our  Good-natur'd  Town, 

Will  fnd  a  Way  to  pull  his  Prices  down. 

Well,  that's  all !  Now ,  Gentlemen,  for  the  PLAN, 

On  fecond  Thoughts,  I've  but  two  Words  to  fay  ; 

Such  as  it  is,  for  your  Delight,  defgn'd: 

Hear  it,  Read,  Try,  Judge ,  and  /peak  as  you  fnd. 
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In  ANSWER  to  my  very  Good  Friend,  Mr* 
Oldmixon ;  who,  having  T wo  PLATS  Damn’d 
at  the  Old  Houfe ,  had  a  Mind  to  curry  Fa¬ 
vour,  to  have  a  Third  Damn’d  at  the  New. 

1 1 S  hard  the  Author  of  this  PLAY  in  view,. 

Shots  d  be  Condemn'd,  purely  for  pleafing  you  : 
Charg'd  with  a  Crime,  which  you  his  Judges,  own 
Was  only  this,  that  he  has  Pleas'd  the  Town. 

He  touch'd  no  POET’s  Verfe,  nor  DOCTOR’S  Bills,-. 

No  Foe  to  B - re,  yet  a  Friend  to  Wills. 

No  Reputation  Stabb'd.  by  four  Debate  ; 

Nor  had  a  Hand  in  Bankrupt  Brifco’s  Fate : 

And,  as  an  Eafe  to's  Tender  Confcience,  vows,. 

He's  none  of  thofe  that  Broke  the  t'other  Houfe :. 
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In  perfeft  Pity  to  their  Wretched  Cheer, 

Becdufe  his  PLAY  was  Bad - he  brought  it  here. 

The  dreadful  Sin  of  Murder  cries  aloud ; 

■And  fire  thofe  Poets  ne'er  can  hope  for  Good, 

Who  aipp' d  their  Barb'rous  Pens  in  that  poor  Houfe' 
Blood. 

'Twas  Malice  all:  No  Malice  like  to  ’Theirs , 

To  write  Good  PLAYS,  purpofe  to  farve  the  Players. 

To  ftarve  hy's  Wit,  is  ft  ill  the  PoetV  due ; 

But,  here  are  Men,  whofe  Wit,  is  match'd  by  few ; 

Their  Wit  both  farves  them f elves,  and  others  too. 

Our  PLAYS  are  Farce,  becaufe  our  Houfe  is  Cramm'd ; 

Their  PLAYS  all  Good ;  For  what  ? - becaufe  they're 

Damn'd. 

Becaufe  vie  pie afure  you,  you  call  us  Tools  ; 

And  ’  caufe  you  pleafe  your  f elves,  they  call  you  Fools. 

By  their  Good  Nature,  they  are  Wits  true  Blue', 

And,  Men  of  Breeding,  by  their  Rejpefts  to  you. 

To  engage  the  Fair,  all  other  Means  being  lof. 

They  fright  the  Boxes  with  Old  Shakefpear’r  GHOST* 
The  Ladies  of  fuch  Speftres  Jhould  take  heed ; 

For,  'twas  the  DEVIL  did  raife  the  Ghoft  indeed. 

Their  Cafe  is  hard,  that  fuch  Defpair  can  Jhow  ; 

They've  di/oblig'd  all  Powers  Above,  they  know  ; 

And  novo  mufhave  Recourfe  to  Powers  Below. 

Let  Shakefpear  then  lie  fill,  Ghofts  do  no  good ; 

The  Fair  are  better  pleas' d  with  Flejh  and  Blood: 

What  is' t  to  them,  to  mind  the  AntientV  Tafe  ? 

But,  the  Poor  Folks  are  Mad,  and  I'm  in  Hafe. 

Runs  off. 
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Drammatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


M  E  N. 


>Mr.  Pmicl. 


Sir  Hsrrt  TVildair,  An  Airy  Gen- 

deman  affecting  humorous  Gaie-  >Mr,  Wilh. 
ty.  aF.dFreedom.ki  his  Behaviour.  J 
Standard,  A  Diffcanded  Colonel. 

Brave  and  Generous. 

Vizard,  Outwardly  Pious,  other- ^ 

wife  a  great  Debauchee  and  Yil  >Mr.  Mills* 

lanous.  J 

Smuggler,  An  old  Merchant.  Mr.  John  fin. 

Clincher,  A  pert  Lender.  Prer.tice*| 

turn’d  Beau,  and  affecting  Tra-  pMr.~  Pixzefkmax. 
vel.  J 

Clincher,  inn.  His  Brother  educated  7 ’j,  EAIxh 
in  the  Country.  5 ' 


Dufy,  His  Man. 

Terr..  Errand,  A  Porter.  n 


Mr.  Kerris. 
Mr..  Haines. 


W  O  M  E  N. 

harem.' ell,  A  Lady  of  a  Jilrirg  T  err.- 

per  proceeding  from  a  Relent-  ✓•Mrs.  Verkuggcn. 
mentofher  Wrongs  from  Men.  J 
Lady  Darling,  An  old  Lady,  Mo-  7^  PyweO. 

-ther  to  Angelica.  5 

Angelica,  A  Woman  of  Honour.  Mrs.  Regers. 
Parley,  Maid  to  L-^r email.  Mrs.  Moer. 

Conftabie,  Mob,  Porter’s  Wife,  Servants,  Idc. 

SCENE,  LONDON. 


THE 


THE 


Constant  Couple. 

A  C  T  I. 

SCENE.  The  Park. 

Enter  Vizard  with  a  Letter ,  Servant  following'. 
VIZARD. 

NGEL1CA  fend  it  back  unopen’d! 
fay  you  ? 

Servant.  As  you  fee.  Sir. 

Viz.  The  Pride  of  thefe  virtuous  Wo¬ 
men  is  more  unfufferable,  than  the  Im- 

!  modefty  of  Proftitutes - After  all  my  Encouragement, 

to  flight  me  thus ! 

Serv.  She  faid.  Sir,  That  imagining  your  Morals  fin- 
cere,  (he  gave  you  Accefs  to  her  Converfation ;  but  that 
your  late  Behaviour  in  her  Company  has  convinc’d  her 
E!  i  B  that 
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that  your  Love  and  Religion  are  both  Hypocrify,  and 
that  fhe  believes  your  Letter  like  your  felf,  fair  <m  the 
out-fide,  foul  within  ;  fo  fent  it  back  unopen'd. 

Viz.  May  Obflinacy  guard  her  Beauty  till  Wrinkles 
bury  it ;  then  may  Defire  prevail  to  make  her  curfe  that 

untimely  Pride  her  difappointed  Age  repents - I’ll 

be  reveng’d  the  very  firit  Opportunity - Saw  you  the 

old  Lady  Darling,  her  Mother? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir,  and  fhe  was  pleas’d  to  fay  much  in 
your  Commendation. 

Viz.  That’s  my  Cue - An  Efteem  grafted  in  old 

Age  is  hardly  rooted  out.  Years  ftiffen  their  Opinions 
with  their  Bodies,  and  old  Zeal  is  only  to  be  cozen’d  by 

young  Hypocrify - Run  to  the  Lady  Lurewell' s,  and 

know  of  her  Maid,  whether  her  Ladyfhip  will  be  at 
home  this  Evening ;  her  Beauty  is  fufficient  Cure  for 
Angelica' s  Scorn.  [Exit  Servant. 

(Viz.  pulls  out  a  ‘Book,  reads  and  walks  about.) 

Enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  Ay,  there’s  a  Pattern  for  the  young  Men  o’th’  • 
Times,  at  his  Meditation  fo  early;  fome  Book  of  pious 
Ejaculations,  I’m  fure. 

Viz.  This  Hobbs  is  an  excellent  Fellow !  (ajide.)  O 
Uncle  Smuggler !  to  find  you  at  this  End  o’th’  Town 
is  a  Miracle. 

Smug.  I  have  feen  a  Miracle  this  Morning  indeed, 
Coufin  Vizard. 

Viz.  What  was  it,  pray  Sir?  , 

Smug.  A  Alan  at  his  Devotion  fo  near  the  Court - 

I’m  very  glad  Boy,  that  you  keep  your  SanCtity  un¬ 
tainted  in  this  infectious  Place;  the  very  Air  of  this 
Park  is  heathenifh,  and  every  Man’s  Breath  I  meet, 
fcents  of  Atheifm. 

Viz.  Surely,  Sir,  fome  great  Concern  mull  bring  you 
to  this  unfan&ified  End  of  the  Town. 


Smug. 
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Smug.  A  very  unfandtified  Concern,  truly  Coufin. 

Viz.  Whatis’t? 

Smug.  A  Law-fuit,  Boy - Shall  I  tell  you  ? - My 

Ship  the  Snvan  is  newly  arriv’d  from  St.  Sehajliari  s,  la¬ 
den  with  Portugal  Wines :  Now  the  impudent  Rogue  of 
a  Tide-waiter  has  the  Face  to  affirm,  ’tis  French  Wines 
in  Spanifh  Cades,  and  has  indidted  me  upon  the  Statute 

- O  Confcience,  Confcience!  thefe  Tide-waiters 

and  Surveyors  plague  us  more  with  their  French  Wines, 

than  the  War  did  with  the  French  Privateers - Ay, 

there’s  another  Plague  of  the  Nation - 

Enter  Colonel  Standard. 

A  red  Coat  and  Feather. 

Viz.  Col.  Standard,  I’m  your  humble  Servant, 

Stand.  May  be  not,  Sir. 

Viz.  Why  fo  ? 

Stand.  Becaufe - I’m  difbanded. 

Viz.  How?  broke! 

Stand.  This  very  Morning,  in  Hide-Park,  my  brave 
Regiment,  a  thoufand  Men,  that  look’d  like  Lions  Ye- 
fterday,  were  fcatter’d,  and  look’d  as  poor  and  fimple  as 
the  Herd  of  Deer  that  gras’d  befide  ’em. 

Smug.  Tal,  al,  deral  (Singing)  I’ll  have  a  Bonfire  this 
Night  as  high  as  the  Monument. 

Stand.  A  Bonfire!  thou  dry,  wither’d  ill  Nature; 
had  not  thefe  brave  Fellows  Swords  defended  you,  your 

Houfe  had  been  a  Bonfire  e’er  this  about  your  Ears - 

Did  we  not  venture  our  Lives,  Sir  ? 

Smug.  And  did  we  not  pay  for  your  Lives,  Sir  ?— — 
Venture  your  Lives !  I’m  fure  we  ventur’d  our  Money, 

and  that’s  Life  and  Soul  to  me - Sir,  we’ll  maintain 

you  no  longer. 

Stand.  Then  your  Wives  fhall,  old  Acleon :  There  are 
five  and  thirty  {trapping  Officers  gone  this  Morning  to 
live  upon  free  Quarters  in  the  City. 

Smug.  O  Lord !  O  Lord !  I  fhall  have  a  Son  within 
B  z  thefe 
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thefe  nine  Months  born  with  a  Leading-ftaff  in  his  Hand 
* - Sir,  you  are - 

Stand.  What,  Sir  ? 

Smug.  Sir,  I  fay  you  are - 

Stand.  What,  Sir? 

Smug.  Difbanded,  Sir,  that’s  all - 1  fee  my  Law¬ 
yer  yonder.  [Exit.  ; 

Viz.  Sir,  I’m  very  forry  for  your  Misfortune. 

Stand.  Why  fo  ?  I  don’t  come  to  borrow  Money  of 
you ;  if  you’re  my  Friend,  meet  me  this  Evening  at  the 
Rummer,  I’ll  pay  my  Way,  drink  a  Health  to  my  King, 
Profperity  to  my  Country,  and  away  for  Hungary  To¬ 
morrow  Morning. 

Viz.  What !  you  won’t  leave  us  ? 

Stand.  What !  a  Soldier  flay  here !  to  look  like  am 
old  Pair  of  Colours  in  Wejiminjhr-Hall,  ragged  and  ru- 

lty!  No,  no - 1  met  Yefterday  a  broken  Lieutenant; 

he  was  alham’d  to  own  that  he  wanted  a  Dinner,  but  i 
begg’d  Eighteen-pence  of  me  to  buy  a  new  Sheath  for 
his  Sword. 

Viz.  O,  but  you  have  good  Friends,  Colonel! 

Stand.  O,  very  good  Friends !  my  Father’s  a  Lord, 
and  my  elder  Brother  a  Beau. 

Viz.  But  your  Country  may  perhaps  want  your  Sword 
again. 

Stand.  Nay,  lor'  that  Matter,  let  but  a  fingle  Drum 
beat  up  for  Volunteers  between  Ludgate  and  Charing. 
Croft ,  and  I  lhall  undoubtedly  hear  it  at  the  Walls  of 
Buda. 

Viz.  Come,  come.  Colonel,  there  are  ways  of  ma¬ 
king  your  Fortune  at  Home - Make  your  Addreffes  1 

to  the  Fair,  you’re  a  Man  of  Honour  and  Courage. 

Stand.  Ay,  my  Courage  is  lik#  to  do  me  wondrous 
Service  with  the  Fair :  This  pretty  crofs  Cut  over  my 

Eye  will  attract  a  Dutchefs - 1  warrant  ’twill  be  a 

mighty  Grace  to  my  ogling - Had  I  us’d  the  Strata¬ 

gem 
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gem  of  a  certain  Brother  Colonel  of  mine,  I  might  fuc- 
ceed. 

Viz..  What  was  it,  pray  ? 

Stand.  Why,  to  fave  his  pretty  Face  for  the  Women. 

he  always  turn’d  his  Back  upon  the  Enemy - He 

was  a  Man  of  Honour  for  the  Ladies. 

Viz.  Come,  come,  the  Loves  of  Mars  and  Venus  will 
never  fail,  you  muff  get  a  Mijirefs. 

Stand.  Prithee,  nomoreon’t - Yon, have  awaken’d 

a  Thought,  from  which,  and  the  Kingdom,  I  wou’d 

have  ftoln  away  at  once - To  be  plain,  I  have  a 

Mijirefs. 

Viz.  And  fhe’s  cruel. 

Stand.  No. 

Viz.  Her  Parents  prevent  your  Happinefs  ? 

Stand.  Nor  that. 

Viz.  Then  {he has  no  Fortune? 

Stand.  A  large  one,  Beauty  to  tempt  all  Mankind, 
and  Virtue  to  beat  off  their  Aflaults.  O  Vizard!  fucha 
Creature! — Hey  dey!  Who  the  Devil  have  we  here? 

Viz.  The  Joy  of  the  Play-houfe,  and  Life  of  the  Park, 
[Enter  Sir  Harry  Wildair,  crojfes  the  Stage  fnging,  with 
Footmen  after  him.~\  Sir  Harry  Wildair  newly  come 
from  Paris. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry  Wildair  !  Did  not  he  make  a  Cam¬ 
paign  in  Flanders  fome  three  or  four  Years  ago? 

Viz.  The  fame. 

Stand.  Why,  he  behav’d  himfelf  very  bravely. 

Viz.  Why  not  ?  Doft  think  Bravery  and  Gaiety  are 
inconfiftent  ?  He’s  a  Gentleman  of  moft  happy  Circum. 
fiances,  born  to  a  plentiful  Eftate,  has  had  a  genteel  and 
eafy  Education,  free  from  the  Rigidnefs  of  Teachers, 
and  Pedantry  of  Schools.  His  florid  Conftitution  being 
never  ruffled  by  Misfortune,  nor  ftinted  in  its  Pleafures, 
has  render’d  him  entertaining  to  others,  and  eafy  to  him¬ 
felf - Turning  allPaffion  into  Gaiety  of  Humour,  by 

B  3  which. 
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which  he  chufes  rather  to  rejoice  his  Friends,  than  be 
hated  by  any  ;  as  you  lhall  fee. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Ha!  Vizard! 

Viz.  Sir  Harry! 

Wild.  Who  thought  to  find  you  out  of  the  Rubrick  fo 
long  ?  I  thought  thy  Hypocrify  had  been  wedded  to  a 

Pulpit-Cufhion  long  ago - Sir,  if  I  miftake  not  your 

Face,  your  Name  is  Standard. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry ,  I’m  your  humble  Servant. 

Wild.  Come,  Gentlemen,  the  News,  the  News  o’th’ 
Town;  for  I’m  juft  arriv’d. 

Viz.  Why,  in  the  City-end  o’th’ Town  we’re  playing 
the  Knave  to  get  Eftates . 

Stand.  And  in  the  Court-end,  playing  the  Fool  in 
fpending  ’em. 

Wild.  Juft  fo  in  Paris ;  I’m  glad  we’re  grown  fo  Modijh. 

Viz.  We  art  all  fo  reform’d,  that  Gallantry  is  taken 
for  Vice. 

Stand.  And  Hyprocrijy  for  Religion. 

Wild.  Alamode  de  Paris  agen. 

Viz.  Not  one  Whore  between  Ludgate  and  Aldgate. 

Stand.  But  ten  times  more  Cuckolds  than  ever. 

Viz.  Nothing  like  an  Oath  in  the  City. 

Stand.  That’s  a  Miftake ;  for  my  Major  fwore  a  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  laft  Night,  to  a  Merchant' %  Wife  in  her 
Bed-chamber. 

Wild.  P’lhaw,  this  is  trifling  ;  tell  me  News,  Gentle¬ 
men.  What  Lord  has  lately  broke  his  Fortune  at  the 
Groom-Porters?  or  his  Heart  at  Now-Market,  for  the  Lofs 
of  a  Race  ?  What  Wife  has  been  lately  fuing  in  Dodors 
Commons  for  Alimony?  or,  What  Daughter  run  away 
with  her  Father’s  Valet?  What  Beau  gave  the  nobleft 
Ball  at  th z  Bath,  or  had  the  fineft  Coach  in  the  Ring  ?  I 
want  News,  Gentlemen. 

Stand.  Faith,  Sir,  thefe  are  no-  News  at  all. 
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Viz.  But  pray,  Sir  Harry,  tell  us  fome  News  of  your 
Travels. 

Wild.  With  all  my  Heart - You  mull  know  then, 

I  went  over  to  Amjlerdam  in  a  Dutch  Ship;  I  there  had 
a  Dutch  Whore  for  five  Stivers :  I  went  from  thence  to 
Landen,  where  I  was  heartily  drub’d  in  the  Battle  with 
the  But-end  of  a  <Swi/}-Mulket.  I  thence  went  to  Paris , 
where  I  had  half  a  dozen  Intrigues,  bought  half  a  dozen 
new  Suits,  fought  a  couple  of  Duels,  and  here  I  am 
again  in  Jiatu  quo. 

Viz.  But  we  heard  that  you  defign’d  to  make  the 
Pour  of  Italy;  what  brought  you  back  fo  foon  ? 

Wild.  That  which  brought  you, into  the  World,  and 
may,  perhaps,  carry  you  out  of  it;  a  Woman. 

Stand.  What!  Quit  the  Pleafures  of  Travel  fora 
Woman! - 

Wild.  Ay,  Colonel,  for  fuch  a  Woman  !  I  had  rather 
fee  her  Ruell,  than  the  Palace  of  Lewis  le  Grand:  There’s 
more  Glory  in  her  Smile,  than  in  the  Jubilee  at  Rome , 
and  I  would  rather  kifs  her  Hand  than  the  Pope's  Poe. 

Viz.  You,  Colonel,  have  been  very  lavifh  in  the  Beau- 
ty  and  Virtue  of  your  Mijlrefs,  and  Sir  Harry  here  has 
been  no  lefs  eloquent  in  the  Praife  of  his :  Now  will  I 
lay  you  both  ten  Guineas  a-pieee,  that  neither  of  them 
is  fo  pretty,  fo  witty,  or  fo  virtuous,  as  mine. 

Stand.  ’Tis  done. 

Wild.  I’ll  double  the  Stakes - But,  Gentlemen, 

now  I  think  on’t,  How  lhall  we  be  refolv’d?  For  I 
know  not  where  my  Mijlrefs  may  be  found  ;  fhe  left  Pa¬ 
ris  about  a  Month  before  me,  and  I  had  an  Account — 

Stand.  How,  Sir !  Left  Paris  about  a  Month  before  you ! 

Wild.  Ay !  But  I  know  not  where,  and  perhaps 
may’nt  find  her  this  Fortnight. 

Stand.  Her  Name,  pray,  Sir  Harry. 

Viz.  Ay,  ay!  Her  Name?  Perhaps  we  know  her. 

Wild,  Her  Name!  Ay, — She  has  the  fofteft,  whiteft 

Hand*. 
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Hand,  that  ever  was  made  of  Flefh  and  Blood  j  he;  Lip 
fo  balmy  fweet. 

Stand.  Bat  her  Name,  Sir? 

Wild.  Then  her  Xeck  and  Breaftj - Her  Breafts 

do  fo  heave,  fo  heave.  [5/*p»«7.] 

Viz.  But  her  Name,  Sir.  her  Quality : 

Wild.  Then  her  Shape,  Colonel. 

Stand.  Bat  her  name  I  want,  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Then  her  Eyes,  Vizard. 

Stand.  P’fhaw,  Sir  Harry,  her  Name,  or  nothing  ? 
Wild.  Then  if  you  mult  have  it,  Ihe’s  call’d  the  La- 

dy - But  then  her  Foot,  Gentlemen,  Ihe  dances  to 

a  Miracle.  Vizard,  you  have  certainly  loll  your  Wager. 

Viz.  Why  you  have  loft  your  Senfes ;  we  lhall  never 
difcover  the  Picture  unlefs  you  fub scribe  the  Name. 

Wild.  Then  her  Name  is  LurewelL 
Stand.  ’SDeath,  My  'Mijirefs.  \_AfJe- 

Viz.  Afv  Mijirefs ,  by  ’Jupiter.  [A fide. 

Wild.  Do  you  know  her.  Gentlemen  ? 

Stand.  I  have  feen  her.  Sir. 

Wild.  Canft  sell  where  Ihe  lodges?  Tell  me,  dear 
Colonel. 

Stand.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Exit  Stand. 
Wild.  Nay,  held,  Colonel,  I’ll  follow  you,  and  w  ill 
know.  [ Runs  out. 

Viz.  The  Lacy  Lurevsell  his  Mijirefs  !  He  loves  her. 

But  fhe  loves  me - But  he’s  a  Baronet,  and  I  plain 

Vizard-,  he  has  a  Coach  and  Six,  and  I  walk  on  foot ;  I 

was  bred  in  London,  and  he  in  Paris - That  very 

Circumfmnce  has  murder’d  me - Then  fome  Stra¬ 

tagem  mull  fce  laid  to  divert  his  Preteniions. 

Re-enter  Wildair.. 

Wild.  Prithee.  Dick,  what  makes  the  Colonel  fo  out 

of  Humour  ? 

Viz .  Becaufe  he’s  cut  of  Pay,  I  fuppofe. 

Wild.  Slife  mat’s  tree;  I  was  beginning  to  miftruft 
feme  Rivalihip  in  the  Cafe.  Viz*. 
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Viz.  And  fuppofe  there  were,  you  know  the  Colonel 
can  fight.  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Fight!  P’lhaw,  but  he  can’t  dance,  ha!  We 
contend  for  a  Woman,  Vizard\  S’life  Man,  if  Ladies 
were  to  be  gain’d  by  Sword  and  Piftol  only,  what  the 
Devil  fliould  all  the  Beaux  do  ? 

Viz.  I’ll  try  him  farther  [djide.]  But  wou’d  not  you. 
Sir  Harry,  fight  for  this  Woman  you  fo  admire  ? 

Wild.  Fight !  Let  me  confider.  I  love  her,  that’s 

true - but  then  I  love  honelt  Sir  Harry  Wildair  better. 

The  Lady  Lurewell  is  divinely  charming - right - 

but  then  a  Thruft  i’th’  Guts,  or  a  Middlefex-Jury,  is  as 
ugly  as  the  Devil. 

Viz.  Ay,  Sir  Harry  !  ’Twere  a  dangerous  Call  ibr  a 
Beau  Baronet  to  be  tried  by  a  parcel  of  greafy,  grum¬ 
bling,  bartering  Boobies,  who  wou’d  hang  you  purely 
becaufe  you’re  a  Gentleman. 

Wild.  Ay !  But  on  t’other  Hand,  I  have  Money  e- 
nough  to  bribe  the  Rogues  with  :  So,  upon  mature  Deli¬ 
beration,  I  wou’d  fight  for  her - But  no  more  of  her. 

Prithee,  Vizard,  can’t  you  recommend  a  Friend  to  a 
pretty  Mijlrefs  by  the  by,  till  I  can  find  my  own  ?  You 
have  ftore  I’m  fure ;  you  cunning  poaching  Dogs  make 
furerGame  than  we  that  hunt  open  and  fair.  Prithee 
now,  good  Vizard. 

Viz.  Let  file  confider  a  little - Now  Love  and 

Revenge  infpire  my  Politicks.  [djide, 

[Paufes,  whiljl  Sir  Harry  walks  Singing. 

Wild.  P’lhaw  !  Thou’rt  as  long  a  ftudying  for  a  new 
Mijlrefs,  as  a  Drawer  is  piercing  a  new  Pipe. 

Viz.  I  defign  a  new  Pipe  for  you,  and  wholefome 
Wine  •,  you’ll  therefore  bear  a  little  Expectation. 

Wild.  Ha!  Say’ll  thou,  dear  Vizard? 

Viz.  A  Girl  of fixteen,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Now  fixteen  thoufand  Bleflings  light  on  thee. 

Viz.  Pretty  and  witty. 


Wild. 
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Wild.  Ay,  ay  !  But  her  Name,  Vizard? 

Viz.  Her  Name!  Yes - Ihe  has  the  fofted  whited 

Hand  that  ever  was  made  of  Flefh  and  Blood,  her  Lips 
fo  balmy  fweeet. 

Wild.  Well,  well!  But  where  lhall  I  find  her,  Man  ? 

Viz.  Find  her - But  then  her  Foot,  Sir  Harry: 

She  dances  to  a  Miracle. 

Wild.  Prithee  don’t  di draft  me. 

Viz.  Well  then  !  You  mull  know,  that  this  Lady  is 
the  Curiofity  and  Ambition  of  the  Town  ;  her  Name’s 
Angelica.  She  that  pafles  for  her  Mother  is  a  private 
Bawd,  and  call’d  the  Lady  Darling:  She  goes  for  a  Ba¬ 
ronet's  Lady  (no  Difparagement  to  your  Honour,  Sir 
Harry )  I  aflure  you. 

Wild.  P’lhaw,  hang  my  Honour;  But  what  Street, 
what  Houfe  ? 

Viz.  Not  fo  fad,  Sir  Harry ;  you  mud  have  my  Pafs- 
port  for  your  Admittance,  and  you’ll  find  my  Recom¬ 
mendation,  in  a  Line  or  two,  will  procure  you  very  ci¬ 
vil  Entertainment ;  I  fuppc  lc  twenty  or  thirty  Pieces, 
handfomely  plac’d,  will  gain  the  Point ;  I’ll  enfure  her 
Sound. 

Wild.  Thou  deared  Friend  to  a  Man  in  Neceffity— — 
Here,  Sirrah,  order  my  Coach  about  to  St.  James's,  I’ll 
walk  a-crofs  the  Park.  [To  bis  Servant. 

Enter  Clincher  Senior. 

Clinch.  Here,  Sirrah,  order  my  Coach  about  to  St. 
James's,  I’ll  walk  a-crofs  the  Park  too - Mr.  Vi¬ 
zard,  your  mod  devoted - Sir,  [to  Wildair.~\  I  ad¬ 

mire  the  Mode  of  your  Shoulder -knot ;  methinks  it  hangs 
very  emphatically,  and  carries  an  Air  of  Travel  in  it ; 
your  Sword-knot  too  is  mod  ornamentally  Modijh,  and 
bears  a  Foreign  Mein.  Gentlemen,  my  Brother  is  juft 
arriv’d  in  Town,  fo  that  being  upon  the  Wing  to  kifs 
his  Hands,  I  hope  you’ll  pardon  this  abrupt  Departure 
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>f.  Gentlemen,  your  moll  devoted,  and  moll  faithful 
tumble  Servant. 

Wild.  Prithee,  doll  know  him  ? 

Viz.  Know  him  !  Why  ’tis  Clincher ,  who  was  .Ap. 

>rentice  to  my  Uncle  Smuggle,,  the  Merchant  in  the 
:ny. 

Wild.  What  makes  him  fo  gay  ? 

Vvx..  Why,  he’s  in  Mourning  for  his  Father;  the  kind 
>ld  Man  in  Hertfordjbire  t’other  Day  broke  his  Neck  a 
?ox-Hunting ;  the  Son,  upon  the  News,  has  broke  his 
ndentures,  whipp’d  from  behind  the  Counter  into  the 
lide-Box,  forfwears  Merchandize,  where'he  mull  live  by 
-heating  ;  and  ufurps  Gentility,  where  he  may  die  by 
lakmg.  He  keeps  his  Coach,  and  Liveries,  Brace  of 
leldmgs,  Leajh  of  Mi Jlreffes,  talks  of  nothing  but  Wines, 
ntrigues,  Plays,  Falhions,  and  going-  to  the  Jubilee. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  How  many  Pound  of  Pulvil  mull 
he  Fellow  ufe  in  fweetning  himfelf  from  the  Smell  of 

iops  and  Tobacco.  Faugh - I’my  Confcience  me- 

hought  like  Olivia' s  Lover  he  Hunk  of  Thames-Street. 
lut  now  for  Angelica,  That’s  her  Name  :  we’ll  to  the 
rincefs  s  Chocolate-Houfe,  where  you  lhall  write  my 
I’afsport.  Aloons.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE,  Lady  Lurewell’r  Lodgings. 

Lurewell,  and  her  Maid  Parly. 

ure-jyArly,  my  Pocket-Book - let  me  fee- _ Ma- 

ell.  1  dr  id,  Venice,  Paris,  London - Ah,  London  > 

hey  may  talk  what  they  will  of  the  hot  Countries,  but' 

md  Love  moll  fruitful  under  this  Climate- _ In  9  * 

onth’s  fpace  have  I  gain’d - let  me  fee,  Impels, 

)lonel  Standard. 

Parly . 
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Parly.  And  how  will  your  Lady  (hip  manage  him  ? 

Lure.  As  all  Soldiers  fliould  be  manag'd ;  he  lhall 
ferve  me  till  I  gain  my  Ends,  then  I  disband  him. 

Par.  But  he  loves  you,  Madam. 

Lure.  Therefore  I  fcorn  him  ;  I  hate  all  that  don’t 
love  me,  and  flight  all  that  do  :  Would  his  whole  de¬ 
luding  Sex  admir’d  me,  thus  would  I  flight  them  all. 
My  virgin  and  unwary  Innocence  was  wrong’d  by  faith- 
lefs  Man ;  but  now  glance  Eyes,  plot  Brain,  diflemble 
Face,  lie  Tongue,  and  be  a  fecond  Eve  to  tempt,  fe- 

duce,  and  damn  the  treacherous  Kind - Let  me  fur- 

vey  my  Captives - The  Colonel  leads  the  Van* 

Next  Mr.  Vizard,  he  courts  me  out  of  the  Practice  of 
Piety,  therefore  is  a  Hypocrite:  Then  Clincher  he 
adores  me  with  Orangery,  and  is  confequently  a  Fool : 
Then  my  old  Merchant,  Alderman  Smuggler,  he  is  a 

Compound  of  both - Out  of  which  Medley  of  Lovers, 

if  I  don’t  make  good  Diverflon - What  d’ye 

think.  Parly. 

Par.  I  think,  Madam,  I’m  like  to  be  very  virtuous 
in  your  Service,  if  you  teach  me  all  thofe  Tricks  that 
you  ufe  to  your  Lovers. 

Lure.  You’re  a  Fool,  Child;  obferve  this,  that  tho*  a 
Woman  fwear,  forfwear,  lie,  diflemble,  back-bite,  be 
proud,  vain,  malicious,  any  thing,  if  fhe  fecures  the 
main  Chance,  file’s  ftill  Virtuous,  that’s  a  Maxim. 

Par.  I  can’t  be  perfuaded  tho’.  Madam,  but  that  you 
really  lov’d  Sir  Harry  Wildair  in  Paris. 

Lure.  Of  all  the  Lovers  I  ever  had,  he  was  my 
greatefi:  Plague,  for  I  could  never  make  him  uneafy ;  ! 
I  left  him  involv’d  in  a  Duel  upon  my  Account,  I  long  i 
to  know  whether  the  Fop  be  kill’d  or  not. 

Enter  Standard. 

O  Lord,  no  fooner  talk  of  Killing,  but  the  Soldier  is 
censur’d  up  ;  you’re  upon  hard  Duty,  Colonel,  to  ferve 
your  King,  y0ur  Country,  and  a  Mijlrefe  too. 

z  Stand. 
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Stand.  The  latter,  I  muft  confefs,  is  the  harder  ;  for 
in  War,  Mada?n,  we  can  be  reliev’d  in  our  Duty  :  But, 
in  Love,  who  wou’d  take  our  Poll  is  our  Enemy :  Emu¬ 
lation  in  Glory  is  tranfporting,  but  Rivals  here  into¬ 
lerable. 


Lure.  Thofe  that  bear  away  the  Prize  in  the  Field, 
Ihould  boaft  the  fame  Succefs  in  the  Bed-chamber ;  and, 
I  think,  conlidering  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Sex,  we  (hon’d 
make  thofe  our  Companions  who  can  be  our  Cham¬ 
pions. 

Stand.  I  once,  Madam ,  hop’d  the  Honour  of  de¬ 
fending  you  from  all  Injuries,  through  a  Title  to  your 
Lovely  Perfon  ;  but  now  my  Love  muft  attend  my 
Fortune.  This  Commiffion,  Madam,  was  my  Pafsport 
to  the  Fair ;  adding  a  Noblenefs  to  my  Paftlon,  it 
ftampt  a  Value  on  my  Love ;  ’twas  once  the  Life  of 
Honour,  but  now  its  Hearfe ;  and,  with  it,  muft  my 
Love  be  bury’d. 

Pari.  What  !  Difbanded,  Colonel  ? 

Stand.  Yes,  Mrs.  Parly. 

Pari.  Faugh,  the  naufeous  Fellow,  he  (links  of  Po 
verty  already.  {Afide. 

Lure.  .His  Misfortune  troubles  me,  ’caufe  it  may 
prevent  my  Defigns.  {Af.de. 

Stand.  I’ll  chufe.  Madam ,  rather  to  deftroy  my  Paf- 
fton  by  Abfence  Abroad,  than  have  it  ftarv’d  at 
Home. 

Lure.  I’m  forry.  Sir,  you  have  fo  mean  an  Opinion 
of  my  Affe&ion,  as  to  imagine  it  founded  upon  your 
Fortune.  And  to  convince  you  of  your  Miftake,  here 
I  vow,  by  all  that’s  facred,  I  own  the  fame  Affedlion 
now  as  before.  Let  it  fufSce,  my  Fortune  is  confi- 
derable. 

Stand.  No,  Madam,  no ;  I’ll  never  be  a  Charge  to 
her  I  love ;  The  Man  that  fells  himfelf  for  Gold  is  the 

word  of  Proftitutes. 
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Lure.  Now  were  he  any  other  Creature  but  a  Man3 
I  could  love  him.  \_JJide. 

Stand.  This  only  laft  Requeft  I  make,  that  no  Title 
recommend  a  Fool,  Office  introduce  a  Knave,  nor  a 
Coat  a  Coward,  to  my  Place  in  your  Affections ;  To  fare¬ 
well  my  Country,  and  adieu  my  Love.  [Exit. 

Lure.  Now  the  Devil  take  thee  for  being  fo  honour¬ 
able  :  Here,  Parly,  call  him  back,  I  fhall  lofe  half  my 
Divlrficn  elfe.  Now  for  a  Trial  of  Skill.  {^Re-enter  Co¬ 
lonel.]  Sir,  I  hope  yon’ll  pardon  my  Curiofity;  When 
do  you  take  your  Journey  ? 

Stand.  To-morrow  Morning,  early.  Madam. 

Lure.  So  fuddenly  F  which  way  are  you  aefigned  to 
travel  ? 

Stand.  That  I  can’t  yet  refolve  on. 

Lure.  Pray  Sir,  tell  me  ;  pray  Sir,  I  intreat  you ; 
why  are  you  obftinate  ? 

Stand.  Why  are  you  fo  curious,  Madam  ? 

Lure.  Becauie - 

Stand.  What  ? 

Lure.  Becaufe,  I,  I, - 

Stand.  Becaufe  !  What,  Madam  ? - Pray  tell  me. 

Lure.  Becaufe  I  defign - -to  follow  you.  [ Crying . 

Stand.  Follow  me !  by  all  that’s  great  ?  I  ne’er  was 
proud  before ;  but  Love  from  fuch  a  Creature  might 
fwell  the  Vanity  of  the  proudeft  Prince.  Follow  me ! 
By  Heavens  thou  fhait  not.  What !  expofe  thee  to  the 

Hazards  of  a  Camp - Rather  I’ll  flay,  and  here 

bear  the  Contempt  of  Fools,  and  work  of  Fortune. 

Lure.  We  need  not,  fhall  not ;  my  Eflate  for  both  is 
fufficient. 

Stand.  Thy  Eftate  !  no,  I’ll  tum  a  Knave,  and  pur- 
chafe  one  my  felf!  I’ll  cringe  to  that  proud  Man  I  un¬ 
dermine,  and  fawn  on  him  that  I  would  bite  to  Death  : 
I’ll  tip  my’  Tongue  with  Flattery’,  and^  j^loth  my  Face 
with  Smiles ;  I’ll  turn  Pimp,  Informer#  Office-broker^ 

nay 
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nay  Coward,  to  be  great ;  and  facrifice  it  all  to  thee, 
my  generous  Fair. 

Lure.  And  I’ll  diffemble,  lye,  fwear,  jilt,  any  Thing 
but  I’ll  reward  thy  Love,  and  recompenfe  thy  noble 
Paflion. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Poor  Sir  Harry,  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  Rather  kifs  her  Hand  than  the  Pope's  Toe.  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Lure.  What  Sir  Harry?  Colonel,  What  Sir  Harry? 

Stand.  Sir  Harry  Wildair ,  Madam'- 

Lure.  What  1  Is  he  come  over? 

Stand.  Ay,  and  he  told  me - but  I  don’t  believe 

a  Syllable  on’t. 

Lure.  What  did  he  tell  you  ? 

Stand.  Only  call’d  you  his  Mijirefs,  and  pretending 
to  be  extravagant  in  your  Commendation,  would  vainly 
infinuate'the  Praife  of  his  own  Judgment  and  good  For. 
tune  in  a  Choice - 

Lure.  How  eafily  is  the  Vanity  of  Fops  tickled  by 
our  Sex ! 

Stand.  Why,  your  Sex  is  the  Vanity  of  Fops. 

Lure.  O’  my  Confcience,  I  believe  fo.  This  Gen¬ 
tleman,  becaufe  he  danc’d  well,  I  pitch’d  on  for  a 
Partner  at  a  Ball  at  Pans,  and  ever  fince'he  has  fo  per¬ 
secuted  me  with  Letters,  Songs,  Dances,  Serenading, 
Flattery,  Foppery,  and  Noife,  that  I  was  forc’d  to  fly 

the  Kingdom - And  I  warrant  you  he  made  you 

Jealous. 

Stand.  Faith,  Madam,  a  little  uneafy. 

Lure.  You  lhall  have  a  plentiful  Revenge,  I’ll  fend 
[him  back  all  his  foolilh  Letters,  Songs  and  Verfes,  and 
you  your  felf  lhall  carry  ’em  ;  ’twill  afford  you  Oppor-* 
tunity  of  triumphing,  and  free  me  from  his  farther 
Impertinence;  for  of  all  Men,  he’s  my  Averflon.  I’ll 
run  and  fetch  them  inftantly. 

Stand.  Dear  Madam,  a  rare  Projeft,  How  lhall  I 
i  C  2  bait 
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bait  him,  like  Aileon  with  his  own  Dogs - Well,  Mrs. 

Parly,  ’tis  order’d  by  At l  of  Parliament,  that  you  re¬ 
ceive  no  more  Pieces.  Mrs.  Parly - 

Pari ,  ^Tis  provided,  by  the  fame  Ail,  that  you  fend 
no  more  Me/fages  by  me,  good  Colonel ;  you  mull  not 
pretend  to  fend  any  more  Letters,  unlefs  you  can  pay 
the  Poltage. 

Stand.  Come,  come !  don’t  be  mercenary,,  take  Ex¬ 
ample  by  your  Lady,  be  honourable. 

Pari.  Alack  a  day,  Sir,  it  Ihevvs  as  ridiculous  and 
haughty  for  us  to  imitate  our  Betters  in  their  Honour, 
as  in  their  Finery  ;  leave  Honour  to  Nobility  that  can 
fupport  it :  We  poor  Folks,  Colonel,  have  no  Pretence 
to’t :  and  truly,  I  think.  Sir,  that  your  Honour  ihould 
be  cafhier’d  with  your  Leading-Staff. 

Stand.  ’Tis  one  of  the  greateft  Curfes  of  Poverty,  to 
be  the  Jell  of  Chamber-maids. 

Enter  Lurevvell. 

Lure.  Here’s  the  Packet,  Colonel,  the  whole  Maga¬ 
zine  of  Love's  Artillery.  [Give  him  the  Packet. 

Stand.  Which,  fince  I  have  gain’d,  I  will  turn  upon 
the  Enemy.  Madam,  I’ll  bring  you  the  News  of  my 
Vidtory  this  Evening.  Poor  Sir  Harry :  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

[Exit. 

Loire.  To  the  Right  about,  as  you  were  :  March,  Co¬ 
lonel.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Vain  Man,  who  loafs  of fudy'd  Parts  and  Wiles  ; 

Mature,  in  us,  your  deepeft  Art  beguiles, 

Stamping  deep  Cunning  in  our  Frowns  and  Smiles.  J 

You  toil  for  Art,  your  Intelleils  you  trace  ; 

Woman,  without  thought,  bears  Policy  in  her  Face. 
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SCENE  Clincher  Junior ’s  Lodgings. 

Enter  Clincher  opening  a  Letter,  Servant  following. 


C  LIN  CHE  R - Reads, 


Dear  Brother ; 

Will  fee  you  prefently.  I  have  fent  this 
Lad  to  wait  on  you,  he  can  infruCi  you 
in  the  Eafhions  of  the  Town.  1  am  your 
affectionate  Brother, 

Clincher. 


Very  well ;  and  what’s  your  Name,  Sir  ? 

Dick.  My  Name  is  Dicky,  Sir. 

Clin.  Dicky! 

Dick.  Ay,  Dicky,  Sir, 

Clin.  Very  well  j  a  pretty  Name  And  what  can  you 
do,  Mr.  Dicky ? 

Dick.  Why,  Sir,  I  can  powder  a  Wig,  and  pick  up 
a  Whore. 

Clin.  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  a  Whore  !  Why  are  there 
many  Whores  in  this  Town  ? 

Dick.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  many  Whores !  there’s  a  Queftion, 
indeed ;  why.  Sir,  there  are  above  five  hundred  Surgeons 
in  Town — Harkee,  Sir,  do  you  fee  that  Woman  there 
in  the  Velvet  Scarf,  and  Red  Knots? 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir  j  What  then  ? 

C  3 


Dick. 
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Dick.  Why  fhe  lhall  be  at  your  Service  in  three  Mi¬ 
nutes,  as  I’m  a  Pimp. 

Clin.  O  Jupiter  Ainmon  !  why  (he’s  a  Gentlewoman. 

Dick.  A  Gentlewoman  !  why  fo  are  all  the  Whores 
in  Town,  Sir. 

Enter  Clincher  Senior. 

Clin.  fen.  Brother,  you’re  welcome  to  London. 

Clin.  jun.  I  thought  Brother,  you  ow’d  fo  much  to 
the  Memory  of  my  Father,  as  to  wear  Mourning  for 
his  Death. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  fo  I  do,  Fool;  I  wear  this  becaufe  I 
have  the  Eftate,  and  you  wear  that,  becaufe  you  have 
not  the  Eftate.  You  have  Caufe  to  mourn  indeed, 
Brother.  Well,  Brother,  I’m  glad  to  fee  you,  fare  you 
well.  [Going. 

Clin.  jun.  Stay,  ftay.  Brother ;  where  are  you  going  ? 

Clin.  fen.  How  natural  ’cis  fora  Country  Booby  to  aflt 
impertinent  Queftions.  Harkee,  Sir;  Is  not  my  Father 
dead ? 

Clin.  jun.  Ay,  ay,  to  my  Sorrow. 

Clin.  fen.  No  Matter  for  that,  he  is  dead.  And  am 
»ot  I  a  young  powder’d  extravagant  Englijh  Heir  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Very  right,  Sir. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  then.  Sir,  you  may  be  fure  that  I  am 
going  to  the  Jubilee ,  Sir. 

Clin.  jun.  Jubilee  !  What’s  that  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Jubilee!  Why  the  Jubilee  is - Faith  I 

don’t  know  what  it  is. 

Dick.  Why  the  Jubilee  is  the  fame  Thing  with  our 
Lord-MayoPs-Day  in  the  City;  there  will  be  Pageants , 
and  Squibbs ,  and  Rary-Sho'ws,  and  all  that.  Sir. 

Clin.  jun.  And  muft  you  go  fo  foon,  Brother  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Yes,  Sir,  for  I  muft  ftay  a  Month  in  Am- 
fierdam,  to  ftudy  Poetry. 

Clin.  jun.  Then,  I  fuppofe,  Brother,  you  travel  through 
Mufco'vy  to  learn  Fafhions.  Don’t  you,  Brother? 

Clin . 
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Clin.  fen.  Brother !  Prithee  Robin,  don’t  call  me 
Brother ;  Sir,  will  do  every  jot  as  well. 

Clin.  jun.  O  Jupiter  Ammon  l  Why  fo  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Becaufe  People  will  imagine  that  you  have 

a  Spight  at  me - But,  have  you  feen  your  Coufin 

Angelica  yet,  and  her  Mother,  the  Lady  Darling  ? 

Clin.  jun.  No :  My  Dancing-Mailer  has  not  been  with 
me  yet.  How  lhall  I  lalute  them,  Brother  ? 

Clin.  fen.  P’lhaw,  that’s  eafy  ;  ’tis  only  two  Scrapes, 
a  Kifs,  and  Your  humble  Servant  :  I’ll  tell  you  more 
when  I  come  from  the  Jubilee.  Come  along. 


[ Exeunt . 


SCENE  Lady  Darling’*  HOUS  E. 


Enter  Wildair  <vjitb  a  Letter _ 

Wild.  T  1 K  E  Light  and  Heat  incorporate  we  lay; 

W ?  blefl  the  Plight,  and  curji  the  coming  Day. 
Well,  if  this  Paper-kite  flies  fure,  I’m  fecure  of  my 

Game - Humph !  the  prittieflr  Bordel  I  have  feen  ;  a 

very  llately  genteel  one  (Footmen  crofs  the  Stage.  J  Hey 
day  !  Equipage  too  !  Now  for  a  Bawd  by  the  Curlefy, 
and  a  Whore  with,  a  Coat  of  Arms  ■  s’Death,  I’m 
afraid  I’ve  miltaken  the  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Darling. 

No ;  this  mull  be  the  Bawd  by  her  Bulk. 

Dari.  Your  Bufinefs,  pray  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Pleafure,  Madam. 


Dari. 
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Dari.  Then,  Sir,  you  have  no  Bufr  T:  here. 

Wild.  This  Letter,  Madam,  will o  m  you  farther  ; 
Mr.  Vizard  fent  it,  with  his  hum  ole  Service  to  your 
Ladyfhip. 

Dari.  Hoes  does  my  Coufin,  Sir 5 

Wild.  Ay,  her  Coufin  too,  that’s  right  Procured. 

Dari.  Reads,  Madam— - — 

T? Ame ft  Inclination  to  ferve — — • 

Sir  Harr)  - Madam  *  — 

Court  tty  Coujin - Gentleman 

- Fortune - Four  Lady- 

Jhip's  tnojl  Humble  Servant, 

Vizard. 

Sir,  your  Fortune  and  Quality  are  fufF.cient  to  recom¬ 
mend  you  any  where,  but  what  goes  farther  with  me, 
is  the  Recommendation  of  fo  fober  a  young  Gentleman 
as  my  Coufin  Vizard. 

Wild.  A  Right  JanBify  d  Baewd  on  my  Word. 

Dari.  Sir  Harry,  your  Converiation  with  Mr.  Vizard 
argues  you  a  Gentleman,  free  from  the  loofe  and 
vicious  Carriage  of  the  Town ;  I’ll  therefore  call  my 
Daughter. 

Wild.  Now  go  thy  way  for  an  illuftrious  Bawd 

of  Babylon - She  dreffes  up  a  Sin  fo  religioufly, 

that  the  Devil  would  hardly  know  it  of  his  Mak¬ 
ing. 

Re-enter  Darling  •with  Angelica. 

Dari.  Pray  Daughter  ufe  him  civilly,  fuch  Matches 
won’t  offer  every  Day.  [Bxii. 

Wild.  O  all  ye  Powers  of  Love !  An  Angel !  ’sDeath, 
What  Money  have  I  got  in  my  Pocket  :  I  can’t  offer 
her  lefs  than  twenty  Guineas— —and,  by  Jupiter,  fhe’s 
worth  a  hundred. 

Angel. 
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Angel.  ’Tis  he  !  The  very  ’lame  !  And  his  Perfon  a- 

greeable  as  his  Character,  of  good  Humour - Pray 

Heav'n  his  Silence  proceed  from  Refpedt. 

Wild.  How  innocent  Ihe  looks  ?  How  wou’d  that  Mo- 
defty  adorn  Virtue,  when  it  makes  even  Vice  look  lo 
charming  ? — By  Heav’n,  there  is  fuch  a  commanding 
Innocence  in  her  Looks,  that  I  dare  not  afk  the  Queflion. 

Angel.  Now  all  the  Charms  of  real  Love  and  feign’d' 
Indifference  aflift  me  to  engage  his  Heart,  for  mine  is 
loft  already. 

Wild.  Madam - 1, 1 - Zoons,  I  cannot  fpeak  to 

her - But  fhe’s  a  Whore,  and  I  will — • — Madam,  in 

fhort,  I,  I, - O  Hypocrify,  Hypocrify  !  What  a 

charming  Sin  art  thou  ? 

Angel.  He  is  caught;  now  to  fecure  my  Conqueft— 
I  thought.  Sir,  you  had  Bufinefs  to  impart. 

Wild.  Bufinefs  to  impart !  How  nicely  fhe  words  it  1 
Yes,  Madam,  don’t  you,  don’t  you  love Tinging  Birds, 
Madam  ? 

Angel.  That’s  an  odd  Queftion  for  a  Lover— Yes,  Sir. 

Wild.  Why  then,  Madam,  here  is  a  Neft  of  the  pret- 
tieft  Goldfinches  that  ever  chirpt  in  a  Cage ;  twenty 
young  ones,  I  affine  you.  Madam. 

Angel.  Twenty  young  ones ?  What  then.  Sir? 

Wild.  Why  then.  Madam,  there  are  twenty  young 
ones - — S’life,  I  think  twenty  is  pretty  fair. 

Angel.  He’s  mad  fine - Sir  Harry,  when  you  have 

Jearn’d  more  Wit  and  Manners,  you  fhall  be  welcome 
here  again.  [ Exit . 

Wild.  Wit  and  Manners  ! - 1  Gad,  now  I  conceive 

there  is  a  great  deal  of  Wit  and  Manners  in  twenty  Gui¬ 
neas - I’m  fure  ’tis  all  the  Wit  and  Manners  I  have 

about  me  at  prefen  t.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Enter  Clincher  junior ,  and  Dicky. 

What  the  Devil’s  here  ?  another  Coufin  I  warrant  ye ! 
Harkee,  Sir,  Can  you  lend  me  ten  or  twenty  Guineas 

inftantly 
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inftantly,  I’ll  pay  you  fifteen  for  them  in  three  Hours 
upon  my  Honour. 

Clin.jun.  Thefe  London  Sparks  are  plaguy  impudent ! 
This  Fellow,  by  his  Wig  and  Affurance,  can  be  no  lefs 
than  a  Courtier. 

Dick.  He’s  rather  a  Courtier  by  his  borrowing. 

Clin.  jun.  Faith,  Sir,  I  have  not  above  five  Guineas 
about  me. 

Wild.  What  Bufinefs  have  you  here  then,  Sir  ?  For, 
to  my  Knowledge,  twenty  won’t  be  fufficient. 

Clin.jun.  Sufficient !  for  what.  Sir  ? 

Wild.  What,  Sir  ?  Why,  for  that.  Sir ;  What  the 
Devil  lhould  it  be,  Sir  ?  I  know  your  Bufinefs,  notwith- 
ftanding  all  your  Gravity,  Sir. 

Clin.jun.  My  Bufinefs !  Why  my  Coufin  lives  here. 

Wild.  I  know  your  Coufin  does  live  there,  and  Vi- 
kW’s  Coufin,  and  my  Coufin,  and  every  Body’s  Cou¬ 
fin. - Harkee,  Sir,  I  fhall  return  immediately,  and  if 

you  offer  to  Touch  her  till  I  come  back,  I  fhall  cut  your 
Throat,  Rafcal.  [Exit. 

Clin.  Why  the  Man’s  mad  fure  ? 

Dick.  Mad,  Sir?  Ay,  he’s  a  Beau. 

Clin.  A  Beau!  What’s  that?  Are  all  Madmen  Beaux  ? 

Dick.  No,  Sir !  But  moil  Beaux  are  Madmen.  But 
now  for  your  Coufin;  remember  your  Three  Scrapes,  a 
Kifs,  and  your  humble  Servant. 

[Exeunt,  as  into  the  Houfe . 


SCENE 


SCENE.  The  Street . 


Enter  Wild  air;  Colonel following. 

Stand.  O  I  R  Harry,  Sir  Harry. 

^  'Wild.  I’m  in  hafte.  Colonel:  Befides,  if 
you’re  in  no  better  Humour  than  when  I  parted  with 
you  in  the  Park  this  Morning,  your  Company  won’t 
be  very  agreeable. 

Stand.  You’re  a  happy  Man  Sir  Harry,  who  are  ne. 
ver  out  of  Humour  :  Can  nothing  move  your  Gall,  Sir 
Harry  ? 

*  Wild.  Nothing  but  Impoffibilities,  which  are  the  fame 
as  nothing. 

Stand-  What  Impoffibilities  ? 

Wild.  The  Refurredlion  of  my  Father  to  difinherit 
me,  or  an  Adi  of  Parliament  againft  wenching.  A  Man 
of  eight  thcufand  Pound  per  Annum  to  be  vext !  No,  no ; 
Anger  and  Spleen  are  Companions  for  younger  Brothers. 

Stand.  Suppofe  one  call’d  you  Son  of  a  Whore  behind 
your  Back. 

Wild.  Why  then  wou’d  I  call  him  Rafcal  behind  his 
Back,  and  fo  we’re  even. 

Stand.  But  fuppofe  you  had  loft  a  Miftrefs. 

Wild.  Why  then  wou’d  I  get  another. 

Stand.  But  fuppofe  you  were  difcarded  by  the  Woman 
you  love;  that  wou’d  furely  trouble  you. 

Wild.  You’re  miftaken,  Colonel;  my  Love  is  neither 
romantically  honourable,  nor  meanly  mercenary,  ’tis 
mly  a  Pitch  of  Gratitude;  while  fhe  loves  me,  I  love 
ter ;  when  ihe  defifts  the  Obligation’s  void. 


Stand. 
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Stand.  But  to  be  miftaken  in  your  Opinion,  Sir,  if 
the  Lady  Lurewell  (only  fuppofe  it)  had  difcarded  you — 

I  fay,  only  fuppofe  it - and  had  fent  your  Difcharge 

by  me. 

Wild.  P'fhaw  that’s  another  Impoffibility. 

Stand.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Wild.  Why  ’tvvere  a  Solecifm  in  Nature;  we’re  Fin¬ 
ger  and  Thumb,  Sir.  She  dances  with  me,  fings  with 
me,  plays  with  me,  fwears  with  me,  lies  with  me. 

Stand.  How,  Sir? 

Wild.  I  mean  in  an  honourable  way ;  that  is,  fhe  lies 
for  me.  In  Ihort,  we  are  as  like  one  another  as  a  Cou¬ 
ple  of  Guineas. 

Stand.  Now  that  I  have  rais’d  you  to  the  higheft  Pin¬ 
nacle  of  Vanity,  will  I  give  youfo  mortifying  a  Fall,  as 
lhall  daih  your  Hopes  to  Pieces - 1  pray  your  Ho¬ 

nour  to  perufe  thefe  Papers.  [Gives  him  the  Packet. 

Wild.  What  is’t,  the  Mufter-Roll  of  your  Regiment? 
Colonel  ? 

Stand.  No,  no;  ’tis  a  Lift  of  your  Forces  in  your 
laft  'Love-Campaign  ;  and,  for  your  Comfort,  all  dif- 
banded. 

Wild.  Prithee,  good  metaphorical  Colonel,  What  d’ye* 
mean  ? 

Stand.  Read,  Sir,  read ;  thefe  are  the  Sybils  Leaves 
that  will  unfold  your  Deftiny. 

Wild.  So  it  be  not  a  falfe  Deed,  to  cheat  me  of  my 
Eftate,  what  care  l— —[opening  the  Pacquet\  Humph  ! 

my  hand !  To  the  Lady  Lurenuell - What  Devil  haft 

thou  been  tampering  with  to  conjure  up  thefe  Spirits  ? 

Stand.  A  certain  Familiar  of  your  Acquaintance,  Sir. 

Wild.  [ Reading ] - Madam,  my  Paflion - lb 

natural - your  Beauty  contending - —Force  of 

Charms - Mankind - Eternal  Admirer  Wildair  !  I 

never  was  alham’d  of  my  Name  before. 

Stand.  What,  Sir  Harry  Wildair  out  of  Humour  ?  Ha, 
4  ha, 


a  Trip  to  the  J  u  b  i l  e  e.  zj 

ha,  ha,  poor  Sir  Harry ;  more  Glory  in  her  Smile,  than 
in  the  Jubilee  at  Rome,  ha,  ha,  ha;  but  then  her  Foot, 
Sir  Harry,  fhe  dances  to  a  Miracle !  ha,  ha,  ha ;  Fy,  Sir 
Harry,  a  Man  of  your  Parts  write  Letters  not  worth  keep¬ 
ing  !  what  fay’ft  thou,  my  dear  Knight  Errant  ?  Ha,  ha, 
ha ;  you  may  go  feek  Adventures  now  indeed. 

Wild.  Sings - Let  her  wander,  is' c. 

Stand.  You  are  jilted  to  fome  Tune,  Sir,  blown  up 
with  falfe  Mufick,  that’s  all. 

Wild.  Now  why  Ihould  I  be  angry  that  a  Woman  is  a 
Woman  ?  Since  Inconftancy  and  Fallhood  are  grounded 
in  their  Natures,  how  can  they  help  it  ? 

Stand.  Then  they  mult  be  grounded  in  your  Nature ; 
for  you  and  Ihe  are  Finger  and  Thumb,  Sir. 

Wild.  Here’s  a  Copy  of  Verfes  too;  I  muft  turn  Poet 

in  the  Devil’s  Name - Stay - S’death,  What’s  here  ? 

This  is  her  Hand - Oh  the  charming  Charadtei !  My 

dear  Wildair,  [ reading ]  That's  1 - this  huff  bluff 

Colonel - that's  he - is  the  rareft  Fool  in  Nature 

- the  Devil  he  is!  And  as  fuch  have  I  us’d  him — 

with  all  my  heart,  faith - 1  had  no  better  way  of  let¬ 

ting  you  know  that  I  lodge  in  Pall-Mall,  near  the  Holy 
Lamb - Colonel,  I’m  your  humble  Servant. 

Stand.  Hold,  Sir,  you  (han’t  go  yet ;  I  ha’nt  deli¬ 
ver’d  half  my  Meffage. 

Wild.  Upon  my  Faith  but  you  have.  Colonel. 

Stand.  Well,  well,  own  your  Spleen,  out  with  it;  I 
know  you’re  like  to  burft. 

Wild.  I  am  fo,  by  Gad ;  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

\Laugh  and  -point  at  one  another . 

Stand.  Ay,  with  all  myHeart ;  Ha,  ha.  Well,  well, 
that’s  all  forc’d.  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  I  was  never  better  pleas’d  in  all  my  Life,  by 
( Jupiter . 

Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  tis  Prudence  to  hide  your 
Concern,  when  there’s  no  help  for’t — But  to  be 

D  ferious 
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ferious  now,  the  Lady  has  fent  you  back  all  your  Pa¬ 
pers  there- . -I  was  fo  juft  as  not  to  look  upon 

’em. 

Wild.  I  am  glad  on’t.  Sir;  for  there  were  fome 
Things  that  I  would  not  have  you  fee. 

Stand.  All  this  lhe  has  done  for  my  fake ;  and  I  de- 
Jire  you  would  decline  any  farther  Pretenfions  for  your 
own  fake.  So  honeft,  good  natur’d  Sir  Harry ,  I’m 
your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Colonel  ! - O  the  De¬ 

light  of  an  ingenious  Mifrefs  !  What  a  Life  and  Brilk- 
nefs  it  adds  to  an  Amour,  like  the  Loves  of  mighty 
’Jove,  ftill  fuing  in  different  Shapes.  A  Legerdemain 
Mijlrefs,  who,  prefo,  pafs,  and  lhe  vanilh’d  ;  then  Hey , 
in  an  inftant,  in  your  Arms  again.  [Going. 

Enter  Vizard. 

Viz.  Well  met,  Sir  Harry ;  What  News  from  the 
Illand  of  Love  ? 

Wild.  Faith  we  made  but  a  broken  Voyage  by  your 
Cart ;  but  now  I  am  bound  for  another  Port :  I  told 
you  the  Colonel  was  my  Rival. 

Viz.  The  Colonel!  Curs’d  Misfortune  !  another  !  [Aflde. 

Wild.  But  the  civile!!  in  the  World ;  he  brought  me 
Word  where  my  Mijlrefs  lodges ;  the  Story’s  too  long  to 
tell  you  now,  for  I  mull  fly. 

Viz.  What!  Have  you  given  over  all  Thoughts  of 
Angelica  ? 

Wild.  No,  no ;  Til  think  of  her  fome  other  Time. 
But  now  for  the  Lady  Lurewell ;  Wit  and  Beauty  calls. 

‘Hat  Mijlrefs  ne  er  can  pall  her  Lover's  Joys, 

Wbofe  Wit  can  whet,  whene'er  bcr  Beauty  cloys. 

Her  little  amorous  Frauds  all  f ruths  excel ; 

And  make  us  happy,  being  deceiv'd  fo  well.  [Exit. 
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Viz./olus - The  Colonel  my  Rival  too !  How  fhall 

I  manage  ?  There  is  but  one  way - him  and  the 

Knight  will  I  let  a  tilting,  where  one  cuts  t’other’s 
Throat,  and  the  Survivor’s  hang’d :  So  there  will  be 
two  Rivals  pretty  decently  difpos’d  of.  Since  Honour 
may  oblige  them  to  play  the  Fool,  Why  Ihould  not  Ne- 
ceflity  engage  me  to  play  the  Knave  ?  [Exit. 


SCENE  Lurewetl’s  Lodgings .. 


Lurewell  and  Parly. . 

Lure.  TT  AS  my  Servant  brought  me  the  Money  from 
my  Merchant? 

Pari.  No,  Madam  :  He  met  Alderman  Smuggler  at 
Charing-Crcfs,  who  has  promis’d  to  wait  on  you  himfelf 
immediately. 

Lure.  ’Tis  odd,  that  this  old  Rogue  Ihou’d  pretend 
to  love  me,  and  at  the  fame  Time  cheat  me  of  my  Mo¬ 
ney. 

Pari.  ’Tis  well,  Madam,  if  he  don’t  cheat  you  of 
your  Eftate ;  for  you  fay,  the  Writings  are  in  his  Hands. 
Lure.  But  what  Sntisfa&ion  can  I  get  of  him? 

Enter  Smuggler. 

Mr.  Alderman,  your  Servant :  Have  you  brought  me 
any  Money,  Sir  ? 

Smug.  Faith,  Madam,  trading  is  very  dead;  what 
with  paying  the  Taxes,  raifmg  the  Cuftoms,  LolTes  at 
Sea  Abroad,  and  maintaining  our  Wives  at  Home,  the 
Bank  is  reduc’d  very  low. 

Lure.  Come,  come,  Sir,  thefe  Evafions  won’t  ferve 

your  Turn ;  I  muft  have  Money,  Sir - 1  hope  you 

don’t  defign  to  cheat  me. 

D  2.  Smug. 
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Smug.  Cheat  you,  Madam,  I  have  been  an  honeft 
Citizen  thefe  five  and  thirty  Years  f 

Lure.  An  honeft  Citizen  !  bear  Witnefs,  Parly !  I 

ftiall  trap  him  in  more  Lies  prefently - Come,  Sir, 

tho’  I'm  a  Woman,  I  can  take  a  Courfe. 

Smug.  What  Courfe,  Madam,.  You’ll  go  to  Law, 
will  ye?  I  can  maintain  a  Suit  of  Law,  be  it  right  or 
wrong,  thefe  forty  Years,  I’m  fure  of  that,  thanks  to 
the  honeft  Praftice  of  the  Courts. 

Lure.  Sir,  I’ll  blaft  your  Reputation,  and  fo  ruin  your 
Credit. 

Smug.  Blaft  my  Reputation!  He,  he,  he:  Why 
I’m  a  religious  Man,  Madam,  I  have  been  very  in- 
ftrumental  in  the  Reformation  of  Manners.  Ruin  my 
Credit!  Ah,  poor  Woman:  There  is  but  one  way. 
Madam - You  have  a  fweet  leering  Eye. 

Lure.  You  inftru mental  in  the  Reformation !  How? 

Smug.  I auhift  all  the  Whores,  Cut  and  Long-Rail,  out 

of  the  Parifh, - Ah  that  leering  Eye  !  Then  1  aioted 

for  fulling  deim  the  Play -Houle - Ah  that  Ogle, 

that  Ogle  ! - Then  my  onun  pious  Rxamfle - Ah 

that  Lip,  that  Lip. 

Lure.  Here’s  a  religious  Rogue  for  you  now  ! - A.s 

I  hope  to  be  fav’u,  I  have  a  good  Mind  to  beat  the  old 
Monfter. 

Smug.  Madatn,  I  have  brought  you  about  a  hundred 
and  fifty  Guineas  (a  great  deal  of  Money,  as  Times  go) 
and - 

Lure.  Come,  give  it  me. 

Smug.  Ah,  that  Hand,  that  Hand;  that  pretty  foft, 
yvhite - 1  have  brought  it,  you  fee  :  But  the  Con¬ 

dition  of  the  Obligation  is  fuch,  that  whereas  that  leer¬ 
ing  Eye,  that  pouting  Lip,  that  pretty  foft  Hand,  that 

• - you  underftand  me,  you  underltand,  I’m  fure  you 

do  ;  you  little  Rogue — — 

Lure.  Here’s  a  Villain  now,  fo  covetous,  that  lie 

won't 
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won’t  Wench  upon  his  own  Coft,  but  would  bribe  me  - 

with  my  own  Money.  I  will  be  reveng’d - -Upon  my 

Word,  Mr  .Alderman,  you  make  me  Blulhj  What  d’ye 
mean,  pray  ? 

Smugg.  See  here,  Madam,  [Pitts  a  Piece  of  Money  in 
bis  Mouth~\  bufs  and  Guinea,  bufs  and  Guinea,  bufs  and 
Guinea. 

Lure.  Well,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  have  fuch  pretty 
yellow  Teeth,  and  green  Gums,  that  I  will,  Ha,  ha,  . 
ha,  ha. 

Smug.  Will  you,  indeed  ?  He,  he,  he,  my  little  Co¬ 
quet  ;  and  when,  and  where,  and  how  ? 

Lure.  ’Twill  be  a  difficult  Point,  Sir,  to  fecure  both  . 
our  Honours,  you  muft  therefore  be  difguis’d,  Mr.  Al-  - 
derman. 

Smug.  P’ih'aw?  No  Matter,  I’m  an  old  Fornicator, 
I’m  not  half  fo  religious  as  I  feem  to  be.  You  little 
Rogue,  why  I’m  difguis’d  as  I  am  ;  our  Sanftity  is  all 
Outfide  and  Hypocrijy. 

Lure.  No  Man  is  feen  to  come  into  this  Houfe  after 
Night  fall ;  you  muft  therefore  fneak  in,  when  ’tis  dark,  , 
in  Woman’s  Cloaths. 

Smug.  I,  gad  fo,  cod  fo - 1  have  a  Suit  a  Purpofe, 

my  little  Coquet,  I  love  to  be  difguis’d;  I  cod  I  make 
a  very  handfome  Woman,  I  cod  I  do. 

Enter  Servant,  vubifpers  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Oh!  Mr.  Alderman,  ffiall  I  beg  you  to  walk 
into  next  Room,  here  are  fome  Stangers  coming  up. 

Smug.  Bufs  and  Guinea  firft,  ah  my  little  Coquet. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  My  Life,  my  Soul,  my  all  that  Heav'n  can  < 

give. 

Lure.  Death's  'Lift  with  thee ;  without  thee,  Death 

to  live. 

D.3  Welcome,., 
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Welcome,  my  dear  Sir  Harry,  I  lee  you  got  my 

Directions . 

Wild.  Dire&ions!  in  the  moft  charming  Manner; 
thou  dear  Matcbiavel  of  Intrigue. 

Lure.  Still  briflc  and  airy  I  find.  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  The  Sight  of  you.  Madam,  exalts  my  Air,  and 
makes  Joy  lighten  in  my  Face. 

Lure.  I  have  a  thoufand  Queftions  to  afk  you.  Sir 
Ham,  How  do  you  like  France  ? 

Wild.  Ab  !  eji  le  plus  beau  pais  du  tnor.de. 

Lure.  Then  what  made  you  leave  it  fo  foon  ? 

Wild.  Madam,  Vous  Voyez  qui  je  vous  fuy  partout. 

Lure.  0  Monfitur,  je  ccouz  fuis  fort  obligee - But 

where’s  the  Court  now  ? 

Wild.  At  Marli,  Madam. 

Lure.  And  where  my  Count  Le  Valier  ! 

Wild.  His  Body’s  in  the  Church  of  Kofre-Datne ;  I 
don't  know  where  his  Soul  is. 

Lure.  What  Difeafe  did  he  die  of? 

Wild.  A  Duel,  Madam,  I  was  his  Doftor. 

Lure.  How  d’ye  mean  ? 

Wild.  As  moft  Doftors  do,  I  kill’d  him. 

Lure.  En  Cavalier,  my  dear  Knight-Errant,  well ; 
And  how  ?  And  how  ?.  What  Intrigues,  what  Gal¬ 
lantries  are  carrying  on  in  the  Beau  Monde  ? 

Wild.  I  fliould  a  Ik  you  that  Queftion,  Madam,  fince 
your  Ladylhip  makes  the  Beau  Monde  wherever  you 
come. 

Lure.  Ah!  Sir  Harry,  I’ve  been  almoft  ruin’d,  pe- 
fter’d  to  Death  here  by  the  mediant  Attacks  of  a 
mighty  Colonel,  he  has  befieg’d  me  as  clofe  as  our 
■Army  did  Namur. 

W i Id.  I  hope  your  Ladylhip  did  not  furrender  tho\ 

Lure.  No,  no ;  but  was  forc’d  to  capitulate  :  But 
fmee  you  are  come  to  raife  the  Siege,  we’ll  dance,  and 
fing,  and  laugh. 


Wild. 
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Wild.  And  love,  and  kifs - Montrez  moy  voire 

Chambre. 

Lure.  Attande,  Attande  en  peu - 1  remember. 

Sir  Harry,  you  promis’d  me  in  Paris ,  never  to  ask  that 
impertinent  Quellion  again. 

Wild.  P’fhaw,  Madam,  that  was  above  two  Months 
ago  ;  beftdes,  Madam,  Treaties  made  in  France  are 
never  kept. 

Lure.  Wou’d  you  marry  me,.  Sir  Harry? 

Wild.  Oh  !  Le  Marriage  efl  une  Grande  male - but 

I  will  marry  you. 

Lure.  Your  Word,  Sir,  is  not  to  be  rely’d  on  :  if  a 
Gentleman,  will  forfeit  his  Honour  in  Dealings  of  Bu- 
finefs,,  we  may  reafonably  fufpeft  his  Fidelity  in  an 
Amour. 

Wild.  My  Honour  in  Dealings  of  Bufinefs !  why,. 
Madam,  I  never  had  any  Bufinefs  in  all  my  Life. 

Lure.  Yes,  Sir  Harry,  I  have  heard  a  very  odd  Story, 
and  am  forry,  that  a  Gentleman  of  your  Figure,  ihould 
undergo  the  Scandal. 

Wild.  Out  with  it^  Madam. 

Lure.  Why  the  Merchant,  Sir,  that  tranfmitted  your 
Bills  of  Exchange  to  you  in  France complains  of  fome 
indirect  and  dilhonourable  Dealings. 

Wild.  Who,  old  Smuggler  ! 

Lure.  Ay,  ay  :  you  know  him,  I  find. 

Wild.  1  have  no  lefs  than  Reafon,  I  think ;  why  the 
Rogue  has  cheated  me  of  above  five  hundred  Pound 
within  thefe  three  Years. 

Lure.  ’Tis  your  Bufinefs  then,  to  acquit  your  felf 
publickly,  for  he  fpreads  the  Scandal  every  where. 

Wild.  Acquit  my  felf  publickly ! - Here,  Sirrah, 

;  my  Coach,  I’ll  drive  inllantly  into  the  City,  and  cane 
the  old  Villain  round  the  Royal  Exchange  ;  he  fhall  run 
I  the  Gantlet  through  a  thoufand  brufiit  Beavers,  and 
!  fqrmal.  Cravats. 

II.  Lure, 
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Lure.  Why  he  is  in  the  Houfe  now.  Sir. 

Wild.  What,  in  this  Houfe? 

Lure.  Ay,  in  the  next  Room. 

Wild.  Then,  Sirrah,  lend  me  your  Cudgel. 

Lure.  Sir  Harry,  you  won’t  raife  a  Difturbance  in 
my  Houfe  ? 

Wild.  Difturbance,  Madam,  no  no ;  I’ll  beat  him 
with  the  Temper  of  a  Philofopher  ;  here,  Mrs.  Parly , 
Ihew  me  the  Gentleman.  [ Exit  ’with  Parly. 

Lure.  Now  fhall  I  get  the  old  Monfter  well  beaten, 
and  Sir  Harry  peiter’d  next  Term  with  Bloodlheds, 
Batteries,  Cofts  and  Damages,  Sollicitors  and  Attornies ; 
and  if  they  don’t  teize  him  out  of  his  good  Humour, 
I’ll  never  plot  again.  [Exit. 


SCENE  Changes  to  another  Room  in  the 
fame  HOUSE .  . 


Enter  Smuggler.  . 

Smug.  This  damn’d  Tide-waiter  1  A  Ship  and  Cargo 
V^f  worth  five  thoufand  Pound  !  why  ’tis  richly 
worth  five  hundred  Perjuries. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Dear  Mr.  Alderman ,  I’m  your  mod  devoted 
and  humble  Servant. 

Smug.  My  beft  Friend,  Sir  Harry,  you’re  welcome 
to  England. 

Wild.  I’ll  allure  you,  Sir,  there’s  not  a  Man  in  the 
King’s  Dominions  I’m  gladder  to  meet. 

Smug.  O  Lord,  Sir,  you  Travellers  have  the  mod 
obliging  ways  with  you. 

Wild .  There  is  a  Bufinefs,  Mr.  Alderman,  fall’n  out, 

which 
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which  you  may  oblige  me  infinitely  by - lam 

very  forry  that  I’m  forc’d  to  be  troublefome ;  but  Ne- 
cefiity,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Smug.  Ay,  Sir,  as  you  fay,  Neceffity - But  upon 

my  Word,  Sir,  I’m  very  fhort  of  Money  at  prefent  j 
but - 

Wild.  That’s  not  the  Matter,  Sir,  I’m  above  an  Ob¬ 
ligation  that  way  ;  but  the  Bufinefs  is,  I’m  reduc’d  to 
an  indifpenfible  Neceffity  of  being  oblig’d  to  you  for  a 
Beating - Here,  take  this  Cudgel. 

Smug.  A  Beating,  Sir  Harry  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  beat  a 
Knight  Baronet!  an  Alderman  turn  Cudgel-Player  j  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Wild.  Upon  my  Word,  Sir,  you  mull  beat  me,  or 
I’ll  cudgel  you  ;  take  your  Choice. 

Smug.  P’ihaw,  p’fhaw,  you  Jeft. 

Wild.  Nay,  ’tis  as  fure  as  Fate ;  fo,  Alderman ,  I  hope 
you’ll  pardon  my  Curiofity. 

Smug.  Curiofity !  Duce  take  your  Curiofity,  Sir  i 
What  d’ye  mean  ? 

Wild.  Nothing  at  all :  I’m  but  in  Jeft,  Sir. 

Smug.  O,  I  can  take  any  Thing  in  Jeft  ;  but  a  Man 
might  imagine  by  the  Smartnefs  of  the  Stroke,  that  you 
were  in  downright  Earneft. 

Wild.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Sir,  (Jlrikes  him)  not  in  the 
leaft,  indeed.  Sir. 

Smug.  Pray,  good  Sir,  no  more  of  your  Jefts,  for 
they  are  the  blunteft  Jefts  that  I  ever  knew. 

Wild.  ( ftrikes )  I  heartily  beg  your  Pardon  with  all 
my  Heart,  Sir. 

Smug.  Pardon,  Sir ;  well  Sir,  that  is  Satisfaction 
enough  from  a  Gentleman  ;  but  ferioufly  now,  if  you 
pafs  any  more  of  your  Jefts  upon  me,  I  fhall  grow 
angry. 

Wild.  I  humbly  beg  your  Permiffion  to  break  one  or 
two  more,  [firiking  him. 
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Smug.  OLord,  Sir,  you’ll  break  my  Bones :  Are  you 
Mad,  Sir  ?  Murder,  Felony,  Manflaughter. 

[Wild,  knocks  him  down. 

Wild.  Sir,  I  beg  you  ten  thoufand  Pardons ;  but  I 
am  ablolutely  compell’d  to’t  upon  my  Honour,  Sir ;  no¬ 
thing  can  be  more  averfe  to  my  Inclinations,  than  to 
jell  with  my  honell,  dear,  loving  obliging  Friend,  the 
Alderman. 

[ Striking  him  all  this  while ,  Smuggler  tumbles 
over  and  over,  and Jhakes  out  his  Pocket-Book  on 
the  Floor  ;  Lurewell  enters,  takes  it  up. 

Lure.  The  old  Rogue’s  Pocket-Book,  this  may  be 
of  ufe.  [AJide.]  O  Lord,  Sir  Harry's  murdering  the 
poor  old  Man - 

Smug.  O  dear  Madam,  I  was  beaten  in  Jell,  ’till  I  am 


murder’d  in  good  Earnell. 

Lure.  Well,  well!  I’ll  bring  you  off  Senior:  Frapez, 
Frapez. 

Smug.  O  for  Charity’s  fake.  Madam,  Refcue  a  poor 
Citizen. 

Lure.  O  you  barbarous  Man  !  Hold,  hold,  Frapez 
plus  rudement :  Frapez.  I  wonder  you  are  not  afham'd, 

[Holding  Wild.]  A  poor  reverend  honell  Elder - - 

[Helps  Smug,  up.']  It  makes  me  weep  to  fee  him  in 


this  Condition,  poor  Man  !  Now  the  Devil  take  you, 

Sir  Harry - for  not  beating  him  harder.  Well,  my 

Dear,  you  lhall  come  at  Night,  and  I’ll  make  you 
amends. 

Smug.  I  will  have  Amends  before  I  leave  the  Place : 
Sir :  How  durll  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Wild.  Sir  ?  [Here  Sir  Harry  takes  Snuff. 


Smug.  Sir,  I  fay,  I  will  have  Satisfadlion. 

Wild.  With  all  my  Heart.  [Throws  Snuff  in  his  Eyes. 
Smug.  O  Murder,  Blindnefs,  Fire:  O  Madam,  Ma¬ 
dam,  get  me  fome  Water.  Water,  Fire,  Fire,  Water. 

[Exit  with  Lurewell.! 
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Wild.  How  pleafant  is  refenting  an  Injury  without 
’a»Tion  ?  ’Tis  the  Beauty  of  Revenge. 

Let  Statefmen  Plot,  and  under  Bujlnefs  groan  ; 

And  fettling  Pub  lick  Spuiet,  lofe  their  <nvn. 

Let  Soldiers  drudge  and  fight  for  Pay  or  Fame  ; 

For,  when  they're  Shot,  1  think  'tis  much  the  fame. 

Let  Scholars  vex  their  Brains  with  Mood  and  Fen fe.  ] 
And,  mad  with  Strength  of  Reafon,  Fools  commence ; 
Lofing  their  Wits  in  fearching  after  Senfe ; 

‘ Their  Summum  Bonum  they  muft  toil  to  gain  ; 

And,  feeking  Pleafure,  fpend  their  Life  in  Pain. 

1  make  the  moft  of  Life,  no  Hour  mifpend', 

Pleafure' s  the  Means,  and  Pleafure  is  my  End. 

No  Spleen,  no  Trouble  Jhall  my  Time  defray. 

Life's  but  a  Span',  Til ev'ry  Inch  enjoy.  [Exit. 


i 


ACT 
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A  C  T.  III. 

SCENE,  The  Street. 


Enter  Standard  and  Vizard. 


STANDARD. 


Bring  him  Word  where  fhe  lodg’d  !  I  the, 
civilelt  Rival  in  the  World !  ’tis  impofli- 
ble. 

Viz.  I  lhall  urge  it  no  further.  Sir  ;  I 
only  thought.  Sir,  that  my  Charader  in 
the  World  might  add  Authority  to  my  Words,  without 
fo  many  Repetitions. 

Stand.  Pardon  me,  Dear  Vizard  —  Our  Belief  flrug- 
gles  hard,  before  it  can  be  brought'  to  yield  to  the  Dif- 
advantage  of  what  we  loves  ’tis  fo  great  an  Abufe  to 
our  Judgment,  that  it  makes  the  Faults  of  our  Choice 
our  own  Failing.  But  what  faid  Sir  Harry  ? 

Viz.  He  pitied  the  poor  credulous  Colonel,  laugh’d 
heartily,  flew  away  with  all  the  Raptures  of  a  Bride¬ 
groom,  repeating  thefe  Lines : 


A  Mijlrefs  ne'er  can  -pall  her  Lover  s  Joys , 

Whofe  Wit  can  whet  whene'er  her  Beauty  cloys. 

Stand.  A  Mijlrefs  ne'er  can  pall !  By  all  my  Wrongs 
he  whores  her!  And  I’m  made  their  Property.  Venge- 

3  ance ! 
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ante !  Vizard,  you  muft  carry  a  Note  from  me  to  Sir 
Harry. 

Viz.  What  a  Challenge!  I  hope  you  don’t  defign  to 
fight. 

Stand.  What !  wear  the  Livery  of  my  King,  and 
pocket  an  Affront !  ’twere  an  Abufe  to  His  Sacred  Maje- 
fty;  a  Soldier’s  Sword,  Vizard,  fhou’d  ftart  of  it  felf  to 
redrefs  its  Mailer’s  Wrong. 

Viz.  However,  Sir,  I  think  it  not  proper  for  me  to 
carry  any  fuch  Meffage  between  Friends. 

Stand.  1  have  ne’er  a  Servant  here.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Viz.  There’s  Tom  Errand,  the  Porter  that  plies  at  the 
Blue  Pojis,  who  knows  Sir  Harry  and  his  Haunts  very 
well ;  you  may  fend  a  Note  by  him. 

Stand.  Here,  you  Friend. 

Viz.  I  have  now  fome  Bufmefs,  and  muft  take  my 
f,eave,  I  would  advife  you  neverthelefs  againfl  this  Af¬ 
fair. 

Stand.  No  whifpering  now,  nor  telling  of  Friends  to 
prevent  us.  He  that  difappoints  a  Man  of  an  honourable 
Revenge,  may  love  him  foolifhly  like  a  Wife,  but  never 
value  him  as  a  Friend. 

Viz.  Nay,  the  Devil  take  him  that  parts  you,  fay  L 

[Exit. 

Enter  Porter  running. 

Err.  Did  your  Honour  call  a  Porter  ? 

Stand.  Is  your  Name  Tom  Errand ! 

Err.  People  call  me  fo,  an’t  like  your  Worfhip . - 

Stand.  D’ye  know  Sir  Harry  Wildair  ? 

Err.  Ay,  very  well.  Sir!  He’s  one  of  my  Mailers  j 
many  a  round  Half  Crown  have  I  had  of  his  Worfhip  : 
He’s  newly  come  home  from  France,  Sir. 

Stand.  Go  to  the  next  Cojfee-Houfe,  and  wait  for  me. 
0  Woman,  "Woman,  how  blell  is  Man,  when  favour'd 
by  your  Smiles?  and  how  accurft,  when  all  thefe  Smiles 
ire  found  but  wanton  Baits,  to  footh  us  to  Deftruclion  ? 

E  Thus 
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‘Thus  cur  chief  Joys,  with  bafe  Allays,  are  curf. 

Arid  our  bef  Things,  when  once  corrupted,  worft.  [Exit 
Enter  Wildair,  and  Clincher  Senior  following • 

Clin.  fen.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  having  fome  Bufinefs  of  Im¬ 
portance  to  communicate  to  you,  I  would  beg  your  At¬ 
tention  to  a  trifling  Affair  that  I  would  impart  to  you. 

Wild.  What  is  your  trifling  Bufinefs  of  Importance, 
■pray  fweet  Sir  ■? 

Clin.  fen.  Pray  Sir,  Are  the  Roads  deep  between  this 
and  Paris, 

Wild.  Why  that  Queftion,  Sir? 

Clin.  fen.  Becaufe,  I  defign  to  go  to  the  Jubilee,  Sir. 
I  underfland  that  you  are  a  Traveller,  Sir  ;  there  is  an 
Air  of  Travel  in  the  Tie  of  your  Cravat,  Sir,  there  is 

indeed,  Sir - 1  fuppofe.  Sir,  you  bought  this  Lace  in 

Flanders.  q 

- Wild .  No,  Sir,  this  Lace  was  made  in  Norway. 

Clin.  fen.  Norway,  S:r  ! 

Wild.  Yes  Sir,  of  the  Shavings  of  Deal-Boards. 

Clin.  fen.  That’s  very  ftrange  now.  Faith - Lace 

^nade  of  the  Shavings  of  Deal-Boards ;  I  Gad,  Sir,  you 
Travellers  fee  very  ltrange  Things  Abroad,  very  incre¬ 
dible  Tilings  abroad,  indeed.  Well,  I’ll  have  a  Cravat 
of  that  very  fame  Lace  before  I  come  home. 

Wild.  But,  Sir,  what  Preparations  have  you  made  for 
your  Journey  ? 

Clin.  fen.  A  Cafe  of  Pocket-  Piflols  for  the  Bravo’s — 
■and  a  Swimming- Girdle. 

Wild.  Why  thefe.  Sir  ? 

Clin.  fen.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I’ll  tell  you - Suppofeusir 

Rome  no w  ;  away  goes  I  to  feme  Ball - for  I’ll  be  i 

mighty  Beau.  Then  as  I  faid,  I  go  to  lome  Ball,  oi 

fome  Bear-baitirg,  ’tis  all  one  you  know - -then  come 

a  fine  Italian  Bor.a  Rqba,  and  plucks  me  by  the  Sleeve 

Seignior  Angle,  Seignior  Angle - file’s  a  very  fine  Lady 

.abler ve  that-*-”- Seignior  Angle,  fays  lhe, - Seigniora 
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fays  I,  and  trips  after  her  to  the  Corner  of  a  Street,  fup- 
pofe  it  Ruffel-Etreet  here,  or  any  other  Street ;  then  you' 
know  I  muft  invite  her  to  die  Tavern,  I  can  do  no  lefs — ■ 
There  up  comes  a  Bravo  ;  the  Italian  grows  faucy,  and  I 
give  him  an  Englijb  Doufe  of  the  Face.  I  can  box.  Sir, 

box  tightly,  I  was  a  Prentice,  Sir, - but  then,  Sir,  he 

whips  out  his  Stilletto,  and  I  whips  out  my  Bull  Dog - 

flaps  him  through,  trips  down  Stairs,  turns  the  Corner 
of  Ruffel-Strect  again,  and  whips  me  into  the  Ambaflador’s- 
Train,  and  there  I’m  as  fafe  as  a  Beau  behind  the  Scenes. 

Wild.  Was  your  Piftol  charg’d,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Only  a  Brace  of  Bullets,  that’s  all.  Sir,  X 
defign  to  (hoot  feven  Italians  a  Week,  Sir. 

Wild.  Sir,  you  won’t  have  Provocation. 

Clin.  fen.  Provocation,  Sir!  Zauns,  Sir,  I’ll  kill  any 
Jtfan  for  treading  upon  my  Corns,  and  there  will  be  a 
oevilifn  Throng  of  People  there  j  they  fay,  that  all  the* 
Princes  of  Italy  will  be  there. 

Wild.  And  all  the  Fops  and  Fidlers  in  Europe — But 
the  Ufe  of  your  Swimming-Girdle,  pray  Sir  ? 

Clin.  fen.  O  Lord,  Sir,  that’s  eafy.  Suppofe  the  Ship 
call  away  ;  now,  whilft  other  foolifli  People  are  bufy  at 
their  Prayers,  I  whip  on  my  Swimming-Girdle,  clap  a 
Month’s  Provifion  into  my  Pockets ,  and  fail  me  away, 
like  an  Egg  in  a  Duck’s  Belly— —And  heark’ee.  Sir, 
I  have  a  new  Project  in  my  Head.  Where  d’ye  think 
my  Swimming-Girdle  fhall  carry  me  upon  this  Occa- 
fion  ?  ’Tis  a  new  Project. 

Wild.  Where,  Sir? 

Clin.  fen.  To  Cluita  Vecchia ,  Faith  and  Troth,  and 
to  fave  the  Charges  of  my  Paflage!  Well,  Sir,  you  muft- 
pardon  me  now.  I’m  going  to  fee  my  Miftrefs. 

Wild.  This  Fellow’s  an  accomplifli’d  Afs  before  he 
goes  Abroad.  Well ;  this  Angelica  has  got  into  my 
Heart,  and  I  can’t  get  her  out  of  my  Head.  I  muft  pay 
her  t’other  Viftt. 

E  * 


SCENE- 
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SCENE  Lady  Darling’;  Heufe. 


Angelica  folus. 

Ang.  ’T’  T  Nhappy  State  of  Woman !  whofe  chief  Vir- 
tue  is  but  Ceremony,  and  our  much  boaft- 
ed  Modefty  but  a  flavifh  Reftraint.  The  ftridt  Confine¬ 
ment  on  our  Words  makes  our  Thoughts  ramble  more; 
and  what  preferves  our  outward  Fame,  deftroys  our 

inward  Quiet - ’Tis  hard  that  Love  fiiou’d  be  de- 

ny’d  the  Privilege  of  Hatred  ;  that  Scandal  and  Detrac¬ 
tion  fhou’d  be  fo  much  indulg'd,  yet  Sacred  Love  and 
Truth  debarr’d  our  Conversion. 

Enter  Darling,  Clincher  jun.  and  Dicky. 

Earl.  This  is  my  Daughter,  Coufin. 

Eick.  Now,  Sir,  remember  your  three  Scrapes. 

Clin.  Saluting  Ang.]  One,  Two,  Three,  [KiJ/es  her.~\ 
Your  humble  Servant.  Was  not  that  right,  Eicky? 

Eick.  Ay,  Faith,  Sir,  but  why  don’t  you  fpeak  to 
her  ? 

Clin.  jun.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Eicky.  I  know  my 
Diftance  ;  wou’d  you  have  me  fpeak  to  a  Lady  at  the 
firil  Sight. 

Eick.  Ay,  Sir,  by  all  Means ;  the  firft  Aim  is  the 
fid-eft. 

Clin.  jun.  Now  for  a  good  Jeft,  to  make  her  laugh 
heartily - By  Jupiter  Ammon  Til  go  give  her  a  Kifs. 

[Goes  towards  her. 

Enter  Wildair,  interpojing. 

Wila.  ’Tis  all  to  no  purpofe,  I  told  you  fo  before  ; 

your  pitiful  five  Guineas  will  never  do - You  may 

inarch,  Sir :  for  as  far  as  five  hundred  Pounds  will  go 
I’ll  out-bid  you.  *  Clin . 
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Clin.  jun.  What  the  Devil !  the  Madman’s  here 
again. 

Dari.  Blefs  me,  Coufin  ?  What  d’ye  mean?  Affront 
a  Gentleman  of  his  Quality  in  my  Houfe  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Quality!  Why,  Madam  !  I  don’t  know 
what  you  mean  by  your  Madmen,  and  your  Beaux,  and 1 
your  Quality. - They’re  all  alike  I  believe. 

Dari.  Pray,  Sir,  walk  with  me  into  the  next  Room. 

Exit  Dari,  leading  Clin.  Dick  follows. 

Ang.  Sir,  if  your  Converfation  be  no  more  agreeable 
than  ’twas  the  laft  Time,  I  would  advife  you  to  make  it 
as  fhort  as  you  can. 

Wild.  The  Offences  of  my  laft  Vifit,  Madam,  bore 
their  Punifhment  in  the  Commiflion ;  and  have  made 
me  as  uneafy  till  I  receive  Pardon,  as  your  Ladylhip 
^can  be  ’till  I  fue  for  it. 

Ang.  Sir  Harry,  I  did  not  well  underftand  the 
Offence,  and  muft  therefore  proportion  it  to  the  Great- 
nefs  of  your  Apology :  If  you  wou’d  therefore  have  me 
think  it  light,  take  no  great  Pains  in  an  Excufe. 

Wild.  How  fweet  muft  be  the  Lips  that  guard  that 
Tongue!  then,  Madam,  no  more  of  paft  Offences,  let 
ns  prepare  for  Joys  to  come  ;  let  this  feal  my  Pardon* 
[KiJJes  her  Handj  And  this  [again )  initiate  me  to  far¬ 
ther  Happinefs. 

Ang.  Hold,  Sir, - ->one  Queftion,  Sir  Harry ",  and 

pray  anfwer  me  plainly,  D’ye  love  me  ? 

Wild.  Love  you  !  Does  Fire  afcend  ?  Do  Hypocrites 
diflemble  ?  Ufurers  love  Gold,  or  Great  Men  Flattery  f 
Doubt  thefe,  then  queftion  that  I  love. 

Ang.  This  Ihews  vour  Gallantry,  Sir,  but  not  your 


Love. 


Wild.  View  your  own  Charms, 'Madam,  then  judge 
my  Paflion  ;  your  Beauty  ravifhes  my  Eye,  your  Voice 
my  Ear,  and  your  Touch  has  thrill’d  my  melting 
Soul. 
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Ang.  If  your  Words  be  real,  ’tis  in  your  Pow’r  to 
raife  an  equal  Flame  in  me. 

Wild.  Nay  then - 1  fei2e - 

Ang.  Hold,  Sir;  ’tis  alfo  pcffible,  to  make  me  de¬ 
left  and  fcorn  you  worfe  than  the  moft  profligate  of 
your  deceiving  Sex. 

Wild.  Ha  !  A  very  odd  Turn  this.  I  hops,  Madam , 
you  only  afle£  Anger,  becaufe  you  know  your  Frowns 
are  becoming. 

Ang.  Sir  Harry,  you  being  the  beft  Judge  of  your 
own  Defigns,  can  beft  underftand  whether  my  Anger 
jhou’d  be  real  or  diflembled  ;  think  what  ftrift  Modejly 
ffiou’d  bear,  then  judge  of  my  Refentments. 

Wild.  Stridl  Modejly  fhould  bear !  Why,  Faith,  Madam, 
I  believe  the  ftrifteft  Modejly  may  bear  fifty  Guineas, 
and  I  don’t  believe  ’twill  bear  one  farthing  more.  ( 

Ang.  What  d’mean.  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Nay,  Madam ,  What  do  you  mean  if  you  go 
to  that  ?  I  think  now,  fifty  Guineas  is  a  very  fine  Offer 
ior  your  ftrift  Modejly,  as  you  call  it. 

Ang.  ’Tis  more  charitable.  Sir  Harry,  to  charge  the 
Impertinence  of  a  Man  of  your  Figure,  on  his  defett  in 

Underftanding,  than  on  his  want  of  Manners - I’m 

afraid  you’re  mad,  Sir. 

Wild.  Why,  Madam,  you’re  enough  to  make  any 
Man  mad.  S’death,  Are  not  you  a - 

Ang.  What,  Sir? 

Wild.  Why,  a  Lady  of - ftridl  Modejly,  if  you 

will  have  it  fo. 

Ang .  I  fhall  never  hereafter  truft  common  Report, 
which  reprefented  you,  Sir,  a  Man  of  Honour,  Wit 
and  Breeding ;  for  I  find  you  very  deficient  in  them  all. 

\JExit. 

Wild,  folus.  Now  I  find  that  the  ft r iff  Pretences 
which  the  Ladies  of  Pleafure  make  to  ftridl  Modejly,  is 
jhe  Reafon  why  thofe  of  Quality  are  alham’d  to  wear  it- 

Enter 
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Enter  Vizard. 

Viz.  Ah,  Sir  Harry ,  Have  I  caught  you  ?  Well,  and 
what  Succefs  ? 

Wild.  Succefs !  ’tis  a  fhame  for  you  young  Fellows  in 
Town  here,  to  let  the  Wenches  grow  fo  faucy  :  I  of¬ 
fer’d  her  fifty  Guineas,  and  fhe  was  in  her  Airs  pre- 
fently.  I  cou’d  have  two  CountefTes  in  Paris  for  half 
the  Money,  and  Je  voits  remercie  into  the  Bargain. 

Viz.  Gone  in  her  Airs,  fay  you  ?  And  did  not  you 
follow  her  ? 

Wild.  Whither  fhould  I  follow  her  ? 

Viz.  Into  her  Bed-Chamber,  Man.  She  went  on 
purpofe.  You  a  Man  of  Gallantry,  and  not  underftand 
that  a  Lady’s  beft  pleas’d  when  fhe  puts  on  her  Airs,  as 
you  call  it. 

4  Wild.  She  talk’d  to  me  of  flricl  Modefty,  and  Stuff. 

Viz.  Certainly  mod  Women  magnify  their  Modefty, 
for  the  fame  Reafon  that  Cowards  boaft  their  Courage, 
becaufe  they  have  leaft  on’t.  Come,  come,  Sir  Harry, 
when  you  make  your  next  Aflault,  encourage  your 
Spirits  with  brisk  Burgundy ;  if  you  fucceed,  ’tis  well ; 
if  not,  you  have  a  fair  Excufe  for  your  Rudenefs.  I’ll 
go  in,  and  make  your  Peace  for  what’s  paft.  Oh !  I 

had  almoft  forgot - Coll.  Standard  wants  to  fpeak 

with  you  about  fome  Bufinefs. 

Wild.  I’ll  wait  upon  him  prefently;  D’ye  know 
where  he  may  be  found  ? 

Viz.  In  the  Piazza  of  Convent  Garden,  about  an  Hour 
hence,  I  promis’d  to  fee  him,  and  there  you  may  meet 
him  ;  to  have  your  Throat  cut.  \_Afide.~\  I’ll  go  in  and 
intercede  for  you. 

Wild.  But  no  foul  Play  with  the  Lady,  Vizard 

[Exit. 

Viz.  No  fair  Play,  I.  can  allure  you.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  the  Street  lefore  Lurewell’r  Lodgings ; 
Clinch.  Sen.  and  Lurewell  Coqueting  in  the  Bal¬ 
cony. 


t  Enter  Standard. 

Stand TT OW  weak  is  Reafon  in  Difputes  of  Love? 

That  daring  Reafon  which  fo  oft  pretends 
to  queftion  Works  of  high  Omnipotence,  yet  poorly 
truckles  to  our  weakeft  Paflions,  and  yields  implicit 
Faith  to  foolifh  Love,  paying  blind  Zeal  to  faithlefs 
Woman’s  Eyes.  I’ve  heard  her  Falfhood  with  fucK 
prefling  Proofs,  that  I  no  longer  Ihou’d  diftrufl  it.  Yet 
kill  my  Love  wou’d  baffle  Demonftration,  and  make 
Impoffibilities  feem  probable.  [Looks  up  )  Ha!  that 

Fool  too!  What!  Itoop  fo  low  as  that  Animal - ’Ti3 

true.  Women  once  fall’n,  like  Cowards  in  Defpair,  will 
kick  at  nothing ;  there’s  no  Medium  in  their  Aftions : 
They  mull  be  bright  as  Angels,  or  black  as  Fiends. 
But  now  for  my  Revenge,  I’ll  kick  her  Cully  before 
her  Face,  call  her  a  Whore,  Curfe  the  whole  Sex,  and 
fo  leave  her.  [Goes  in. 

Lurewell  comes  down  with  Clincher.  ‘The  Scene  changes 
to  a  Dining-Room. 

Lure.  O  Lord,  Sir,  ’tis  my  Hufband :  What  will  be¬ 
come  of  you? 

Clin.  Eh  your  Hufband  !  Oh,  I  fhall  be  murder’d : 
What  fhall  I  do?  where  fhall  I  run?  I’ll  creep  into  an 
©ven  ;  I’ll  climb  up  the  Chimney;  I’ll  fly  ;  I’ll  fwim; 
<— I  wifh  to  the  Lord  I  were  at  the  Jubilee  now - 

Lure 
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Lure.  Can’t  you  think  of  any  Thing,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Tom  Errand. 

What  do  you  want.  Sir  ? 

Err  a.  Madam,  I  am  looking  for  Sir  Harry  Wildair ;  I 
faw  him  come  here  this  Morning ;  and  did  imagine  he 
might  be  here  ftill. 

Lure.  A  lucky  Hit  1  Here,  Friend,  change  Cloaths 
with  this  Gentleman,  quickly  :  Strip. 

Clin.  Ay,  ay,  quickly  ftrip :  I’ll  give  you  half  a 
Crown,  Come  here:  So.  [Ebey  change  Cloatbs. 

Lure.  Now  flip  you,  [to  Clincb.~\  down  Stairs,  and 
wait  at  the  Door  till  my  Hufband  be  gone  ;  and  get  you 
in  there  [to  the  Porter ]  till  I  call  you. 

[Puts  Errand  into  tbe  next  Room. 

Enter  Standard. 

Oh,  Sir !  Are  you  come  ?  I  wonder,  Sir,  how  you 
have  the  Confidence  to  approach  me  after  fo  bafe  a 
Trick.  kM 

Stand.  0,4fcdam!  all  your  Artifices  won’t  pre¬ 
vail. 

Lure.  Nay,  Sir,  your  Artifices  won’t  avail ;  I  thought. 
Sir,  that  I  gave  you  Caution  enough  againft  troubling 
me  with  Sir  Harry  Wildair  s,  Company,  when  I  fentthis 
Letter  back  by  you  :  Yet  you,  forfooth,  mull  tell  him 
where  I  lodg’d,  and  expofe  me  again  to  his  impertinent 
Courtlhip. 


Stand.  I  expofe  you  to  his  Courtlhip ! 

Lure.  I’ll  lay  my  Life  you’ll  deny  it  now :  Come, 
come,  Sir,  a  pitiful  Lie  is  as  fcandalous  to  a  Red- Coat, 
as  an  Oath  to  a  Black.  Did  not  Sir  Harry  himfelf  tell 
me,  that  he  found  out  by  you  where  I  lodg’d  ? 

Stand.  You’re  all  Lies :  Firft,  your  Heart  is  falfe,  your 
Eyes  are  double;  one  look  belies  another:  And  then 

your  Tongue  does  contradidl  them  all - Madam,  I 

fee  a  little  Devil  juft  now  hammering  out  a  Lie  in  your 
Pericranium. 


Lure, 
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Lure.  As  I  hope  for  .Mercy,  he’s  in  the  right  oht. 
[Jfide.]  Hold,  Sir,  ycu  have  got  the  Play-Houfe  Cant 
upon  your  Tongue  j  and  think  that  Wit  may  privilege 
your  Railing :  But  I  mult  tell  you.  Sir,  that  what  is  Sa¬ 
tyr  upon  the  Stage,  is  ill  Manners  here. 

Stand.  What  is  feign’d  upon  the  Stage,  is  here  in 

Reality  real  Falfhood.  Yes,  yes.  Madam - 1  expos’d 

you  to  tne  Courtlhip  of  your  Foo!  Clincher  too  ?  I  hope 

your  Female  Wiles  will  impofe  that  upon  me — - a 

fo - 

Lure.  Clincher !  Nay,  now  you’re  Itark  Mad.  T 
know  no  fuch  Perfcn. 

Stand.  O  Woman  in  Perfedlion  1  not  know  him !  ’S’ife, 
Madam,  can  my  Eyes,  my  piercing  jealous  Eyes  be  lo 
deluded?  Nay,  Madam,  my  Nofe  cou'd  not  mi  Hake 
him ;  for  I  fmelt  the  Fop,  by  his  Pulvilie,  from  the 
Balcony  down  to  the  Street. 

Lure.  The  Balcony !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Balcony !  I’ll 
be  hang’d  but  he  has  miftaken  Sir  Harrf^ildair  s  Foot¬ 
man,  with  a  new  French  Livery,  for  a  Beau. 

Stand.  S’death,  Madam,  What  is  there  in  me  that 
looks  like  a  Cully  ?  Did  not  I  fee  him  ? 

Lure.  No,  no ;  you  cou’d  not  fee  him :  You’re 
dreaming  Colonel:  Will  you  believe  your  Eyes,  now, 

that  I  have  rubb’d  them  open : - Here,  you 

Friend. 

Enter  Errand  in  Clincher’;  Cloaths. 

Stand.  This  is  Ulufion  all ;  my  Eyes  confpire  againft 
themfelves.  ’Tis  Legerdemain. 

Lure.  Legerdemain!  Is  that  all  your  Acknowledg¬ 
ment  for  your  rude  Behaviour  ? - Oh,  what  a  Curie 

is  it  to  love  as  I  do ! - but  don’t  prelume  too  far. 

Sir,  on  my  Affedtion :  For  fuch  ungenerous  Ulage  will 

foon  return  my  tir’d  Hear:. - Be  gme.  Sir,  [to  the 

Porter]  to  your  impertinent  Maher,  and  tell  him,  I 

hull  i 
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ftiall  never  be  at  Leifure  to  receive  any  of  his  troublefome 

Vifits - Send  to  me  to  know  when  I  fhou’d  be  at 

Home! - Be  gone,  Sir: - 1  am  fure  he  has  made 

me  an  unfortunate  Woman.  [Weeps. 

Stand.  Nay,  then  there  is  no  Certainty  in  Nature; 
and  Truth  is  only  Fallhood  well  difguis’d. 

Lure.  Sir,  had  not  I  own’d  my  fond  foolilh  Paffion,  I 
flaou’d  not  have  been  fubjeft  to  -fuch  unjuft  Sufpicions  ; 
but  ’tis  an  ungrateful  Return.  [ Weeping . 

Stand.  Now  where  are  all  my  firm  Refolves?  I  will 
believe  her  juft.  My  Paffion  rais’d  my  Jealoufy  ;  then 
why  mayn’t  Love  be  blind  in  finding  Faults,  as  in  ex- 

cufing  them? - 1  hope.  Madam,  you’ll  pardon  me, 

fmce  Jealoufy,  that  magnify’d  my  Sufpicion,  is  as  much 
the  Effeft  of  Love,  as  my  Eaftnefs  in  being  fatisfy’d. 

Lure.  Eafinefs  in  being  fatisfy’d  !  You  Men  have  got 
an  infolent  Way  of  extorting  Pardon,  by  pcrlifting  in 
your  Faults.  No,  no.  Sir;  cheriih  your  Sufpicions, 
and  feed  upon  your  Jealoufy :  ’Tis  fit  Meat  for  your 
fqueamilh  Stomach. 


With  Men  all  Women  Jhoud  this  Rule  purfue  ; 

Who  thinks  us  falfe,  Jboii d  never  find  us  true. 

[ Exit  in  a  Rage. 

Enter  Clincher  in  the  Porter's  Cloaths. 

Clin.  Well!  Intriguing  is  the  prettieft  pleafanteft 

"Thing  for  a  Man  of  my  Parts : - How  fhall  we  laugh 

at  the  Hufband  when  he  is  gone  ? - How  ftllily  he 

looks !  He’s  in  labour  of  Horns  already, - to  make 

a  Colonel  a  Cuckold!  ’Twill  be  rate  News  for  the  Aider- 
man.  [ Jfide . 

Stand.  All  this  Sir  Harry  has-  occafion’d ;  but  he’s 

brave,  and  will  afford  me  juft  Revenge - O!  this 

'is  the  Porter  I  fent  the  Challenge  by: - Well,  Sir, 

Have  you  ibund  him  ? 


Clinch. 
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Clinch.  What  the  Devil  does  he  mean  now  ? 

Stand.  Have  you  given  Sir  Harry  the  Note,  Fellow  s 
Clin.  The  Note!  What  Note? 

Stand.  The  Letter,  Blockhead,  which  I  fent  by  you 
to  Sir  Harry  Wildair ;  Have  you  feen  him  ? 

Clinch.  O  Lord,  What  ihall  I  fay  now?  Seen  him! 

Yes  Sir - No  Sir - 1  have  Sir ;  I  have  not  Sir. 

Stand.  The  Fellow's  mad.  Anfvver  me  diredtly  Sir¬ 
rah,  or  I’ll  break  your  Head. 

Clin.  I  know  Sir  Harry  very  well.  Sir ;  but  as  to  the 
Note,  I  can’t  remember  a  Word  on’t :  Truth  is,  I  have 
a  very  bad  Memory. 

Stand.  O  Sir,  I’ll  quicken  your  Memory.  [Strikes  him. 

Clin.  Zauns,  Sir,  hold, - -I  did  give  him  the  Note, 

Stand.  And  what  Anfwer  ? 

Clin.  I  mean,  Sir,  I  did  not  give  him  the  Note. 
Stand.  What,  d’ye  banter,  Rafcal?  [Strikes  him  again. 
Clin.  Hold,  Sir,  hold;  he  did  fend  an  Anfwer. 

Stand.  What  was’t,  Villain? 

Clin.  Why  truly,  Sir,  I  have  forgot  it :  I  told  you 
that  I  had  a  very  treacherous  Memory. 

Stand.  I’ll  engage  you  Ihall  remember  me  this  Month, 
Rafcal.  [Beats  him  ojf,  and  Exit. 

Enter  Lurewell  and  Parly. 

Lure.  Forthoon,  fortboon,  fortloon ;  this  is  better  than 
I  expe&ed  ;  but  Fortune  kill  helps  the  induftrious. 

Enter  Clincher. 

Clin.  Ah  !  The  Devil  take  all  Intriguing,  lay  I,  and 
him  who  firft  invented  Canes  :■  ...  .That  curs’d  Colonel 
has  got  fuch  a  Knack  of  beating  his  Men,  that  he  has 
left  the  Mark  of  a  Collar  of  Bandileers  about  my 
Shoulders. 

L  re.  O  my  poor  Gentleman !  And  was  it  beaten  ? 

Clin,  i 


I 


a  'Trip  to  the  J  u  b  i  l  e  e.  61 

Clin.  Yes,  I  have  been  beaten:  But  where’s  my 
Cloaths,  my  Cloaths? 

Lure,  What,  you  won’t  leave  me  fo  foon,  my  Dear, 
will  ye? 

Clin.  Will  ye  ?  If  ever  I  peep  into  a  Colonel’s  Tent 

again,  may  I  be  forced  to  run  the  Gauntlet: - But 

my  Cloaths,  Madam. 

Lure.  I  fent  the  Porter  down  Stairs  with  them :  Did 
not  you  meet  him  ? 

Clin.  Meet  him!  No,  not  I. 

Pari.  No?  He  went  out  at  the  Eack-door,  and  is  run 
clear  away  I’m  afraid. 

Clin.  Gone,  fay  you!  And  with  my  Cloaths?  My 
Fine  Jubilee  Cloaths  ?  O,  the  Rogue,  the  Thief! — I’ll 

have  him  hang’d  for  Murder : - But  how  fhall  I  get 

home  in  this  Pickle  ? 

Pari.  I’m  afraid.  Sir,  the  Colonel  will  be  back  pre- 
fently  ;  for  he  dines  at  home. 

Clin.  Oh,  then  I  muft.  fneak  off !  Was  ever  Man  ib 
managed,  to  have  his  Coat  well  thralh’d,  and  lofe  his. 
Coat  too  ?  ’  [ Exit . 

Lure.  Thus  the  noble  Poet  fpoke  Truth  : 

Nothing  fuits  worfe  with  Vice,  than  'want  of  Sen/e : 

Fools  are  Jlill  wicked  at  their  own  Expence. 

Pari.  Methinks,  Madam,  the  Injuries  you  have  fuf- 
fered  by  Men  muft  be  very  great,  to  raile  l'uch  heavy 
Refentments  againft  the  whole  Sex. 

Lure.  The  greateft  Injury  that  Woman  cou’d  fuftain ; 
They  robb’d  me  of  that  Jewel,  which  preferv’d,  exalts 
our. Sex  almoft  to  Angels:  But  deftroy’d,  debafes  us  be¬ 
low  the  work  of  Brutes,  Mankind. 

Pari.  But  I  think.  Madam,  your  Anger  lhou’d  be 
only  confin’d  to  the  Author  of  your  Wrongs. 
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Lure.  The  Author !  Alas,  I  know  him  not,  which 
makes  my  Wrongs  the  greater. 

Par/.  Net  know  him !  ’Tis  odd,  Madam,  thataMan 
fliou’d  rob  you  of  that  fame  Jewel  you  mention’d,  and 
you  not  know  him. 

Lure.  Leave  trifling  : - ’Tis  a  Subject  that  always 

fours  my  Temper ;  but  fince  by  thy  faithful  Service  I 
have  fome  Reafon  to  confide  in  your  Secrefy  :  Hear  the 

flrange  Relation - Some  twelve,  twelve  Years  ago  I 

liv’d  at  my  Father’s  Hocfe  in  GxforPJbire,  blefl  with 
Innocence,  the  ornamental,  but  weak  Guard  of  bloom¬ 
ing  Beauty :  I  was  then  jult  Fifteen,  an  Age  oft  fatal  to 
the  female  Sex  :  Our  Youth  is  tempting,  our  Innocence 
credulous,  Romances  moving,  Love  powerful,  and  Men 

are - — A^illains.  Then  it  happen’d,  that  three  young 

Gentlemen  from  the  Univerfity  coming  into  the  Coun¬ 
try,  and  being  benighted,  and  Strangers,  call'd  at  my  Fa. 
ther’s :  He  was  very  glad  of  their  Company,  and  offer¬ 
ed  them  the  Entertainment  of  his  Hcufe. 

Pari.  Which  they  accepted,  no  doubt:  Oh!  Thefe 
^rolling  Collegians  are  never  Abroad,  but  upon  fome 
Mifchief. 

Lure.  They  had  fome  private  Frolick  or  Defign  in 
their  Heads,  as  appeared  by  their  not  naming  one  an¬ 
other  ;  which,  my  Father  perceiving,  out  of  Civility, 
made  no  Enquiry  into  their  Affairs :  Two  of  them  had 
a  heavy,  pedantick,  Univerfity  Air,  a  fort  of  difagree- 
ab’e  fcholaftick  Boorifhnefs  in  their  Behaviour  :  But  the 
Third  1 

Pari.  Av !  The  Third,  Madam, - the  Third  of  all 

Things  they  fay  is  very  critical. 

Lure.  He  was - but  in  fhort.  Nature  cut  him  out 

for  my  undoing;  ■  ■  he  feem  d  to  be  about  Eigh¬ 

teen. 

Pari.  A  fit  Match  for  your  Fifteen  as  cou’d  be. 

Lure.  He  had  a  genteel  Sweetnefs  in  his  Face,  a 

grace- 
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graceful  Comelinefs  in  his  Perfon,  and  his  Tongue  was 
fit  to  footh  foft  Innocence  to  Ruin  :  His  very  LooksTvere 
witty,  and  his  expreflive  Eyes  fofter,  prettier  Things 
than  Words  cou’d  frame. 

Pari.  There  will  be  Mifchief  by  and  by ;  I  never 
heard  a  Woman  talk  fo  much  of  Eyes,  but  there  were 
Tears  pr'efently  after. 

Lure.  His  Difcourfe  was  directed  to  my  Father,  but 
his  Looks  to  me.  After  Supper  I  went  to  my  Chamber, 
and  read  Cajfandra ,  then  went  to  Bed,  and  dreamt  of 
him  all  Night ;  rofe  in  the  Morning,  and  made  Verfes ; 

fo  fell  defperately  in  Love - my  Father  was  fo  pleas’d 

with  his  Converfation,  that  he  begg’d  their  Company 
next  Day ;  they  confented,  and  next  night,  Party - 

Pari.  Ay,  next  Night,  Madam, - next  Night 

(I’m  afraid)  was  a  Night  indeed. 

Lure.  He  brib’d  my  Maid,  with  his  Gold,  out  of  her 
Honefty ;  and  me,  with  his  Rhetorick,  out  of  my  Ho¬ 
nour - Ihe  admitted  him  to  my  Chamber,  and  there 

he  vow’d,  and  fwore,  and  wept,  and  iigh’d - — and 

conquer’d.  \Weeps. 

Pari.  Alack-a-day,  poor  Fifteen!  \Weeps. 

Lure.  He  fwore  that  he  wou’d  come  down  from  Ox¬ 
ford  in  a  Fortnight,  and  marry  me. 

Pari.  The  old  Bait !  The  old  Bait - 1  was  cheated 

juft  fo  my  felf.  \_Afidel\  But  had  not  you  the  Wit  to 
know  his  Name  ail  this  while? 

1  Lure.  Alas!  What  Wit  had  Innocence  like  mine  ?  He 
i  told  me  that  he  was  under  an  Obligation  to  his  Compa¬ 
nions  of  concealing  himfelf  then,  but  that  he  wou’d 
write  to  me  in  two  Days,  and  let  me  know  his  Name 
and  Quality.  After  all  the  binding  Oaths  of  Conftancy, 
joymng  Hands,  exchanging  Hearts,  I  gave  him  a  Ring, 
with  this  Motto,  Love  and  Honour',  then  we  parted ;  but 
I  never  faw  the  Dear  Deceiver  more. 

Pari.  No,  nor  never  will,  I  warrant  you. 

F  2 
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Lure.  I  need  not  teli  my  Griefs,  which  my  Fa¬ 
ther’s  Death  made  a  fair  Pretence  for  ;  he  left  me  foie 
Heirefs  and  Executrix  to  three  thoufand  Pounds  a 
Year ;  at  laft  my  Love  for  this  fingle  DifTembler, 
turn  d  to  a  Hatred  or  the  whole  Sex,  and  refolving 
to  divert  my  Melancholy,  and  make  my  large  For¬ 
tune  fubfervient  to  my  Pleafure  and  Revenge,  I  went 
to  travel,  where,  in  molt  Courts  of  Europe,  I  have 
done  feme  Execution  :  Here  I  will  play  my  laft  Scene ; 
then  retire  to  my  Country-Houfe,  live  folitary,  and 
die  a  Penitent. 

Par.  But  don’t  you  ftill  love  this  dear  DifTembler  ? 

Lure.  Moft  certainly:  ’Tis  Love  of  him  that  keeps 
my  Anger  warm,  reprefenting  the  Bafenefs  of  Mankind 

full  in  View ;  and  makes  my  Refentments  work - We 

fhall  have  that  old  impotent  Lecher  Smuggler  here  to 
Night  :  I  have  a  Plot  to  Twinge  him,  and  his  precife 
Nephew  Vizard. 

Par.  I  think.  Madam,  you  manage  every  Body  that 
comes  in  your  way. 

Lure.  No,  Parly ;  Thofe  Men,  whofe  Pretenfions  I 
found  juft  and  honourable,  I  fairly  difmifs’d,  by  letting 
them  know  my  firm  Refolution3  never  to  marry.  But 
thofe  Villains  that  wou’a  attempt  my  Honour,  I've  fel- 
dom  fail’d  to  manage. 

Par.  What  d’ye  think  of  the  Colonel,  Madam  ?  I 
fuppofe  his  Defigns  are  honourable. 

Lure.  That  Man’s  a  Riddle  ;  there’s  fomething  of 
Honour  in  his  Temper  that  pleafes :  I’m  fure  he  loves 
me  too,  becaufe  he’s  foon  jealous,  and  foon  fatis- 

fy’d  :  But  he’s  a  Man  ftill. - When  I  once  try’d 

his  Pulfe  about  Marriage,  his  Blood  ran  as  low  as  a 
Coward’s  :  He  fwore  indeed  that  he  lov’d  me,  but 
cou’d  not  marry  me,  forfooth,  becaufe  he  was  en¬ 
gag’d  elfewhere.  So  poor  a  Pretence  made  me  difdain 
his  Paffion,  which  otherwife  might  have  been  uneafy 

to 
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to  me - But  hang  him,  I  have  teiz’d  him  enough : 

- — Beiides,  Party,  I  begin  to  be  tir’d  of  my  Re¬ 
venge  ; - But  this  Bufs  and  Guinea  I  muft  maul 

once  more  :  I’ll  hanfel  his  Woman’s  Cloaths  for 
him.  Go,  get  me  Pen  and  Ink  ;  I  muft  write  to 
Vizard  too. 

Fortune,  this  once  ajjift  me,  as  before. 

Two  fuch  Machines  can  never  vjork  in  vain. 

As  thy  propitious  Wheel,  and  my  projetting  Brain. 


The  End  of  the  Third  ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  Covent -Garden. 

Wildair  and  Standard  Meeting. 


igji&l 


STANDARD. 

p^jj Thought,  Sir  Harry,  to  have  met  you  e're 
this  in  a  more  convenient  Place ;  but  fince 
my  Wrongs  were  wiihout  Ceremony,  my 
Revenge  fhall  be  fo  too.  Draw,  Sir. 
Wild.  Draw,  Sir  f  What  fhall  I  draw  ? 

Stand.  Come,  come.  Sir;  I  like  your  facetious  Hu¬ 
mour  well  enough  :  It  fhews  Courage  and  Unconcern  : 
l  know  you  brave;  and  therefore  ufe  you  thus.  Draw 
your  Sword. 

Wild.  Nay,  to  oblige  you  I  will  draw  :  but  the  Devil 

take  me  if  I  fight - Perhaps,  Colonel,  this  is  the 

prettiefl  Blade  you  have  feen. 

Stand.  I  doubt  not  but  the  Arm  is  good ;  and  there¬ 
fore  think  both  worth  my  Refentment.  Come,  Sir. 

Wild.  But,  prithee  Colonel,  doll  think  that  I  amfuch 
a  Madman  as  to  fend  my  Soul  to  the  Devil,  and  my 
Body  to  the  Worms,  upon  every  Fool’s  Errand  ? 

Stand.  I  hope  you’re  no  Coward,  Sir. 

Wild.  Coward,  Sir ;  I  have  eight  thoufand  Pounds  a 
Year,  Sir. 

Stand.  You  fought  in  Flanders  to  my  Knowledge. 

Wild. 
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Wild.  Ay,  for  the  fame  Reafon  that  I  wore  a  Red- 
Coat,  becaufe  ’twas  falhionable. 

Stand.  Sir,  you  fought  a  French  Count  in  Paris. 

Wild.  True,  Sir;  He  was  a  Beau,  like  my  felf :  Now 
you’re  a  Soldier,  Colonel,  and  Fighting’s  your  Trade  ; 
and  I  think  it  downright  Madnefs  to  contend  with  any 
Man  in  his  Profeflion. 

Stand.  Come,  Sir,  no  more  dallying ;  I  lhall  take 
very  unfeemly  Methods  if  you  don't  ftiew  your  felf  a 
Gentleman. 

Wild.  A  Gentleman!  Why  there  again  now.  A  Gen¬ 
tleman  !  I  tell  you  once  more,  Colonel,  that  I  am  a  Baro¬ 
net,  and  have  eight  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year.  I  can  dance, 
ling,  ride,  fence,  underftandthe  Languages.  Now  I  can’t 
conceive  how  running  you  through  the  Body  fhou’d  con¬ 
tribute  one  jot  more  to  my  Gentility.  But  pray  Colonel, 
I  had  forgot  to  alk  you,  What’s  the  Quarrel? 

Stand.  A  Woman,  Sir. 

Wild.  Then  I  put  up  my  Sword.  Take  her. 

Stand.  Sir,  my  Honour’s  concern’d. 

Wild.  Nay,  if  yonr  Honour  be  concern’d  with  a  Wo¬ 
man,  get  it  out  of  her  Hands  as  foon  as  you  can.  An 
honourable  Lover  is  the  greateft  Slave  in  Nature;  fome 
will  fay,  the  greateft  Fool.  Come,  come,  Colonel,  this 
is  fomething  about  the  Lady  Lureviell,  I  warrant;  I  can 
give  you  Satisfadbon  in  that  Affair. 

Stand.  Do  fo  then  immediately. 

Wild.  Put  up  your  Sw'ord  firft  :  You  know  I  dare 
fight,  but  I  had  much  rather  make  you  a  Friend  than 
an  Enemy.  1  can  affure  you  this  Lady  will  prove  too 
Lard  for  one  of  your  Temper.  You  have  too  much 
Honour,  too  much  in  Confcience,  to  be  a  Favourite 
with  the  Ladies. 

Stand.  I  am  aflur’d,  Sir,  Ihe  never  gave  you  any  En¬ 
couragement — 

Wild.  A  Man  can  never  hear  Reafon  with  a  Sword 
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in  his  Hand.  Sheath  your  Weapon ;  ~and  then  if  I  don’t 
fatisfy  you  Iheath  it  in  my  Body. 

Stand.  Give  me  but  Demonftration  of  her  granting 
you  any  Favour,  and  ’tis  enough. 

Wild.  Will  you  take  my  Word  ? 

Stand.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Wild.  Will  you  believe  your  own  Eyes  ? 

Stand.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  whether  I  fhall  or  no  :  They 
have  deceiv’d  me  already. 

Wild.  That’s  hard - But  fome  means  I  lhall  devife 

for  your  Satisfaction - We  mult  fly  this  Place,  elfe 

that  duller  of  Mob  will  overwhelm  us.-  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mob,  Tom  Errand’/  Wife  hurrying  in  Clincher 
Senior  in  Errand’/  Cloaths. 

Wife.  O,  the  Villain,  the  Rogue,  he  has  murder’d 
my  Hulband  :  Ah,  my  poor  'Timothy.  [Crying. 

Clin.  Dem  your  Timothy  : — Your  Husband  has  mur¬ 
der’d  me,  Woman  :  For  he  has  carry’d  away  my  fine 
Jubilee  Cloaths. 

Wife.  Ah,  you  Cut-Throat!  Have  you  not  got  his 

Cloaths  upon  your  Back  there? - Neighbours,  Don’t 

you  know  poor  Timothy  %  Coat  and  Apron  ? 

Mob.  Ay,  ay  !  ’Tis  the  fame  ! 

Firfi  Mob.  What  lhall  we  do  with  him.  Neighbours  ? 

Second  Mob.  We’ll  pull  him  in  pieces. 

Firfi  Mob.  No,  no ;  then  we  may  be  hang’d  for 
Murder  j  but  we’ll  drown  him. 

Clin.  Ah,  good  People,  pray  don’t  drown  me  ;  for  I 
never  learnt  to  fwim  in  all  my  Life.  Ah,  this  plaguy 
Intriguing ! 

Mob.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  the  Thames . 

Clin.  Oh,  if  I  had  but  my  Swimming-Girdle  now. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Cenjl  Hold,  Neighbours,  I  command  the  Peace. 

Wife.  O !  Mr.  Conftable,  here’s  a  Rcgue  that  has  mur¬ 
der’d  my  Hulband,  and  robb’d  him  of  his  Cloaths. 
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Conjl.  Murder  and  Robbery  !  Then  he  mull  be  a  Gen¬ 
tleman.  Hands  off  there,  he  muft  not  be  abus’d. - 

Give  an  Account  of  your  felf :  Are  you  a  Gentlman  ! 

Clin.  No,  Sir,  I  am  a  Beau. 

Con(i.  Then  you  have  kill’d  no  body,  I’m  perfuaded. 
How  came  you  by  thefe  Cloaths,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  You  muft  know,  Sir,  that  walking  along,  Sir, 

I  don’t  know  how.  Sir;  I  can’t  tell  where.  Sir;  and — 
fo  the  Porter  and  I  chang’d  Cloaths,  Sir. 

Conjl.  Very  well,  the  Man  fpeaks  Reafon,  and  like 
a  Gentleman. 

Wife.  But  pray  Mr.  Conftable,  aik  him  how  he  chang’d 
Cloaths  with  him. 

Ccnjl.  Silence,  Woman,  and  don’t  difturb  the  Court, 
- Well,  Sir,  how  did  you  change  Cloaths  ? 

Clin.  Why,  Sir,  he  pull’d  off  my  Coat,  and  I  drew 
off  his ;  fo  I  put  on  his  Coat,  and  he  put  on  mine. 

-  Conjl.  Why  Neighbours,  I  don’t  find  that  he’s  guilty : 
Search  him ;  and  if  he  carries  no  Arms  about  him,  we’ll 
let  him  go. 

\jThey  fearch  his  Pockets,  and  pull  out  his  Pijlols. 

Clin.  O  Gemini !  My  Jubilee  Piftols. 

Conjl.  What,  a  Cafe  of  Piftols  ?  Then  the  Cafe  is 
plain.  Speak,  what  are  you.  Sir?  whence  come  you, 
and  whither  go  you  ? 

Clin.  Sir,  I  came  from  Rujfcl- Street,  and  am  going 
to  the  Jubilee. 

Wife.  You  fhall  go  to  the  Gallows,  you  Rogue. 

Conjl.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  Newgate 
ftrait. 

Clin.  I  fhall  go  to  the  Jubilee  now  indeed.  \_Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Wildair  and  Standard. 

Wild.  In  fhort.  Colonel,  ’ds  all  Nonfenfe ;  Fight  for 
a  Woman !  Hard  by  is  the  Lady’s  Houfe ;  if  you  pleafe, 
'  we’ll  wait  on  her  together  :  You  fhall  draw  your  Sword ; 

I’ll 
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I’ll  draw  my  Snuff-Box  :  You  fhall  produce  your  Wounds 

receiv’d  in  War ;  I’ll  relate  mine  by  Cupid' s  Dart : - 

You  fhall  look  big;  I’ll  ogle  : - You  fhall  {"wear;  I’ll 

figh  : - You  fhall  fa  fa ,  and  I’ll  conge ;  And  if  fhe 

flies  not  to  my  Arms,  like  a  Hawk  to  its  Perch,  my 
Dancing-Mafter  deferves  to  be  damn’d. 

Stand.  With  the  generality  of  Women,  I  grant  you, 
thefe  Arts  may  prevail. 

Wild.  Generality  of  Women !  Why  there  again  you’re 
out.  They’re  all  alike,  Sir ;  I  never  heard  of  any  one 
fihat  was  particular,  but  one. 

Stand.  Who  was  fhe  pray  ? 

Wild.  Penelope ,  I  think  fhe’s  call’d ;  and  that’s  a  Po¬ 
etical  Story  too.  When  will  you  £nd  a  Poet  in  our  Age 
make  a  Woman  fo  chafle  ? 

Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  your  facetious  Humour  can 
d'ifguife  Falfhood,  and  make  Calumny  pafs  for  Satyr : 
But  you  have  promis’d  me  ocular  Demonftration  that 
fhe  favours  you  :  Make  that  good,  and  I  fhall  then  main¬ 
tain  Faith  and  Female  to  be  as  inconfiftent  as  Truth  and 
Falfhood. 

Wild.  Nay,  by  what  you  have  told  me,  I  am  fatisfy’d 
fhe  impofes  on  us  all :  And  Vizard  too  feems  what  I  flill 
fufpe&ed  him :  But  his  Honefty  once  miftrufted,  fpoils 

his  Knavery  : - But  will  you  be  convinc’d  if  our  Plot 

fucceeds  ? 

Stand.  I  rely  on  your  Word  and  Honour,  Sir  Harry ; 
which,  if  I  doubted,  my  Diftrufl  wou’d  cancel  the  Ob¬ 
ligation  of  their  Security. 

Wild.  Then  meet  me  half  an  Hour  hence  at  the  Rum. 
mer:  You  mull;  oblige  me  by  taking  a  hearty  Glafs  with 
me  toward  the  fitting  me  out  for  a  certain  Projeft,  which 
this  Night  I  undertake. 

Stand.  I  guefs  by  the  Preparation,  that  Woman’s  the 
Defign. 
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Wild.  Yes,  Faith, - 1  am  taken  dangeroufly  ill  with 

two  foolilh  Maladies,  Modefty  and  Love ;  the  firlt  I’ll  cure 
with  Burgundy,  and  my  Love,  by  a  Night’s  Lodging 
with  the  Damfel.  A  fure  Remedy.  Probatum  eft. 

Stand.  I’ll  certainly  meet  you,  Sir.  [Exeunt  federally. 

Enter  Clincher  Junior  and  Dicky. 

Clin.  Ah !  Dicky,  this  London  is  a  fad  Place,  a  lad 
vicious  Place  :  I  wilh  that  I  were  in  the  Country  again : 
And  this  Brother  of  mine !  I’m  forry  he’s  fo  great  a 
Rake  :  I  had  rather  fee  him  dead,  than  fee  him  thus. 

Dick.  Ah,  Sir ;  He’ll  fpend  his  whole  Eftate  at  thi6 
fame  Jubilee.  Who  d’ye  think  lives  at  this  lame  Ju¬ 
bilee? 

Clin.  Who,  pray  ? 

Dick.  The  Pope. 

Clin.  The  Devil  he  does !  My  Brother  go  to  the  Place 
where  the  Pope  dwells !  He’s  bewitch’d  fure. 

Enter  Torn  Errand  in  Clincher  Senior^  Cloaths. 


Dick.  Indeed  I  believe  he  is,  for  he’s  ftrangely  al¬ 
ter’d. 

Clin.  Alter’d  1  Why  he  looks  like  a  Jefuit  already. 

Err.  This  Lace  will  fell.  What  a  Blockhead  was  the 
Fellow  to  truft  me  with  his  Coat !  If  I  can  get  crofs  the 
Garden,  down  to  the  Water-fide,  I’m  pretty  fecure. 

[Aftde. 

Clin.  Brother! - Alaw  !  O  Gemini!  Are  you  my 

Brother  ? 

Dick.  I  feize  you  in  the  King’s  Name,  Sir. 

Err.  O  Lord,  Ihou’d  this  prove  fome  Parliament-Man 
now  ! 

Clin.  Speak,  you  Rogue,  What  are  you  ? 

Erra.  A  poor  Porter,  Sir,  and  going  of  an  Errand. 

Dick.  What  Errand  ?  Speak  you  Rogue. 

9rra.  A  Fool’s  Errand,  I’m  afraid. 

Clin. 
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Clin.  Who  fent  you  ? 

Erra.  A  Beau,  Sir. 

Dick.  No,  no,  the  Rogue  has  murder’d  your  Brother, 
and  ftript  him  of  his  Cloaths. 

Clin.  Murder’d  my  Brother !  O  Crimini!  O  my  poor 

jubilee  Brother ! - Stay,  by  Jupiter  Atnmon,  I’m 

Heir  tho’ :  Speak,  Sirrah,  Have  you  kill’d  him  ?  Confefs 
that  you  have  kill’d  him,  and  I’ll  give  you  Half  a 
Crown. 

Erra.  Who  I,  Sir?  Alack-a-day,  Sir,  I  never  kill’d 
any  Man,  but  a  Carrier’s  Horfe  once. 

Clin.  Then  you  (ball  certainly  be  hang’d.  But  confefs 
that  you  kill’d  him,  and  wejl  let  you  go. 

Erra.  Telling  the  Truth  hangs  a  Man,  but  confeffing 
a  Lie  can  do  no  harm  ;  befides,  if  the  worft  comes  to 

the  worft,  I  can  but  deny  it  again. - Well,  Sir,  fince 

I  muft  tell  you,  I  did  kill  him. 

Clin.  Here’s  your  Money,  Sir, - But  are  you  fure 

you  kill’d  him  dead. 

Erra.  Sir,  I’ll  fwear  it  before  any  Judge  in  England. 

Dick.  But  are  you  fure  that  he’s  Dead  in  Law? 

Erra.  Dead  in  Law!  I  can’t  tell  whether  he  be  Dead 
in  Law  :  But  he’s  as  dead  as  a  Door  Nail ;  for  I  gave 
him  feven  Knocks  on  the  Head  with  a  Hammer. 

Dick.  Then  you  have  the  Eftate  by  the  Statute.  Any 
Man  that’s  knock’d  o’th’  Head  is  Dead  in  Law. 

Clin.  But  are  you  fure  he  was  Compos  Mentis  when  he 
was  kill’d. 

Erra.  I  fuppofe  he  was,  Sir,  for  he  told  me  nothing 
to  the  contrary  afterwards. 

Clin.  Hey  ! - then  I  go  to  the  Jubilee - Strip, 

Sir,  ftrip.  By  Jupiter  Ammon  ftrip. 

Dick.  Ah!  don’t  fwear.  Sir. 

[  Puts  on  bis  Brother's  Cloaths _ 

Clin.  Swear,  Sir;  Zoons,  han’t  I  got  the  Eftate,  Sir? 
Come,  Sir,  now  I’m  in  Mourning  for  my  Brother.  • 

Erra. 
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"Erra.  I  hope  you’ll  let  me  go  now,  Sir.- 

Clin.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  but  you  mull  firft  do  me  the 
Favour  to  fwear  politively  before  a  Magiftrate,  that  you 
kill’d  him  dead,  that  I  may  enter  upon  the  Eftate  with¬ 
out  any  Trouble.  By  Jupiter  Ammon  all  my  Religion’s 

gone,  fmce  I  put  on  thefe  fine  Cloaths - Hey,  call  me 

a  Coach  fomebody. ' 

Erra.  Ay,  Mailer;  let  me  go,  and  I’ll  call  one 
immediately. 

Clin.  No,  no,  Dicky,  carry  this  Spark  before  a 
J ullice,  and  when  he  has  made  Oath,  you  may  difcharge 
him.  And  I’ll  go  fee  Angelica.  [Exeunt  Dick,  and 
Errand-]  Now  that  I’m  an  elder  Brother,  I’ll  court, 
and  fwear,  and  rant,  and  rake,  and  go  to  the  Jubilee 
with  the  bell  of  them.  [Exit. 


SCENE  Lure  well’ j  HOUSE. 


Enter  Lurewell  and  Parly. 

Lure.  ARE  you  fure  that  Vizard  had  my  Letter  ? 

Pari.  Yes,  yes.  Madam,  one  of  your  Lady¬ 
ship's  Footmen  gave  it  to  him  in  the  Park,  and  he  told 
the  Bearer,  with  all  Tranfports  of  Joy,  that  he  v/ou’d  be 
punflual  to  a  Minute. 

Lure.  Thus  moll  Villains,  fome  time  or  other,  are 
punctual  to  their  Ruin  ;  and  Hypocrify,  by  impofing 
an  the  World,  at  laft  deceives  it  felf.  Are  all  Things 
prepar’d  for  his  Reception  ? 

Pari.  Exaftly  to  your  Ladylhip’s  Order,  the  Aider- 
man  too  is  juft  come,  drefs’d  and  cook’d  up  for  Ini- 
juity. 

Lure.  Then  he  has  got  Woman’s  Cloaths  on. 

G  Pari, 


74  Const  a  nt  Couple:  Or, 

Pari.  Yes,  Madam,  and  has  pafs’d  upon  the  Family 
for  your  Nurfe. 

Lure.  Convey  him  into  that  Clofet,  and  put  out  the 
Candles,  and  tell  him,  I’ll  wait  on  him  prefently. 

\_As  Parly  goes  to  put  out  the  Candle  fomehody  knocks. 
Lure.  This  mult  be  fome  Clown  without  Manners,  or 
a  Gentleman  above  Ceremony.  Who’s  there  ? 

Wild.  Sings. 

‘ Thus  Damon  knock'd  at  Celiab  Door, 

He  Jtgh'd ,  and  heg'd,  and  wept,  and  fwore, 

Phe  Sign  was  fo, 

[knocks] 

She  anfwer'd.  No 
[knocks  thrice] 

No,  no,  7io. 

Again  he  figh'd,  again  he  pray'd. 

No  Damon,  no,  1  am  afraid. 

Confder,  Damon,  l'tn  a  Maid. 

Confider , 

No, 

Tm  a  Maid, 

No,  Sec. 

At  lajl  his  Sighs  and  Pears  made  way. 

She  rofe,  and  foftly  turn'd  the  Key, 

Cotne  in,  /aid  Jhe,  but  do  not  jiay. 

1  may  conclude 
Tou  will  be  rude. 

But  if you  are  you  may.  \Exit  Parly. 
Wildair  Enters. 

Lure.  ’Tis  too  early  for  Serenading,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Wherefoever  Love  is,  there  Mufick  is  proper ; 
there’s  an  harmonious  Confent  in  their  Natures,  and 
when  rightly  join’d,  they  make  up  the  Chorus  of 
earthly  Happinefs. 
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Lure.  But,  Sir  Harry ,  what  Tempeft  drives  you  here 
at  this  Hour  ? 

Wild.  No  Tempeft,  Madam,  but  as  fair  Weather  as 
ever  entic’d  a  Citizen’s  Wife  to  cuckold  her  Hufband  in 
freih  Air.  Love,  Madam. 

Wildair  taking  her  hy  the  Hand. 

Lure.  As  pure  and  white  as  Angels  foft  Defires.  Is’t 
not  fo  ? 

Wild.  Fierce,  as  when  ripe  confenting  Beauty  fires. 

Lure.  O  Villain!  what  Privilege  has  Man  to  our  De- 
fl/u&ion,  that  thus  they  hunt  our  Ruin  ?  \_Afide. 

If  this  be  a  Love  Token,  your  Miftrefs’s  Favours  hang 
very  lofe  about  you.  Sis. 

Wild,  drops  a  Ring,  Jhe  takes  it  up. 

Wild.  I  can’t  juftly,  Madam,  pay  your  Trouble  of 
taking  it  up  by  any  Thing,  but  defiring  you  to  wear  it. 

Lure  You  Gentlemen  have  the  cunningeft  ways  of 
playing  the  Fool,  and  are  fo  induftrious  in  your  Pro- 
fiifenefs.  Speak  ferioufly,  am  I  beholden  to  Chance  or 
Deftgn  for  this  Ring  ? 

Wild.  To  Deftgn,  upon  my  Honour,  and  I  hope  my 
Deftgn  will  fucceed.  ( Afide . 

Lure.  And  what  Jhall  1  give  you  fior  fiuch  a  fine  Thing? 

Wild.  You  ll  give  me  another,  youldl  give  me  another 
fine  Thing.  [Both  ftng. 

Lure.  Shall  I  be  free  with  you,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Wild.  With  all  my  Heart,  Madam,  fo  I  may  be  free 
with  you. 

Lure.  Then  plainly,  Sir,  I  ftiall  beg  the  Favour  to 
fee  you  fome  other  Time,  for  at  this  very  Minute  I  have 
two  Lovers  in  the  Houfe. 

Wild.  Then  to  be  as  plain,  I  muft  be  gone  this 
Minute,  for  I  muft  fee  another  Miftrefs  within  thefe 
two  Hours. 

Lure.  Frank  and  free. 
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Wild.  As  you  with  me - Madam.,  year  moft  ham- 

tie  Servant.  {Exit. 

Lien.  Nothing  can  cKffcarb  his  Humour.  Now  for 
my  Merchant  and  Vtzard. 

{Exit,  and  takes  tie  Candles  nxitb  her. 

I  ~:er  Parly,  leading  in-  Smuggler,  drejs  d  in  Wo¬ 
mans  Cleaths. 

Earl.  This  way,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Smtg  Well,  Mrs.  Parfy, - I'm  ©bilg’d  to  voa  for 

this  Trouble ;  here  are  a  couple  of  Shillings  for  you. 
Tunes  are  hard,  very  hard  indeed,  but  next  time  I'll 
heal  a  pair  cf  5:1k  Stockings  from  my  Wife,  and  bring 

them  to  yes - Won:  are  you  fumbling  about  my 

Pockets  for - 

Pc-1.  Only  fettling  the  Pleats  of  your  Gown  :  here, 
Sir,  get  into  this  Clofet,  and  my  Lady  will  wait  on  you 
prefent'y. 

[  Pais  him  ir.ts  the  Ch  et,  rims  mt ,  and  returns  Keith 
Vizard  ] 

Vix  Where  woaldht  thou  lead  me,  my  dear  aafpi- 

cim:  little  Pilot  r 

Earl  You're  aim  an  in  Port,  Sir  >  my  Lacy’s  ia  the 
Clofet,  and  will  come  out  to  you  immediately. 

Viz..  Let  me  thank  thee  as  I  ought.  [Kijfesher. 

Pari.  Fbhavc  :  who  has  hir’d  me  belt,  a  couple  of 
Shillings,  or  a  couple  of  Kiffes  ?  [Exit. 

Vise.  Propitious  Darknefs  guides  the  Lover’s  Steps, 
and  Night  mat  shadows  outward  Senfey  lights  up  our 
inward  Joy.  Night the  great  awful  Ruler  of  Man¬ 
kind,  which  like  the  Perfiar.  Monarch,  hides  it:  Royalty 
to  radfe  the  Veneration  of  the  World  ;  Under  thy  eafy 
Reign,  DhTemblers  may  fpeak  Truth,  ah  havifh  Forms 
and  Ceremonies  laid  aiide,  and  generous  Yillany  may 
aft  without  conilraint. 
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Smug.  Peeping  out  of  the  Clofet.~\  Blefs  me!  What 
Voice  is  this  ? 

Viz..  Our  hungry  Appetites,  like  the  wild  Beads  of 
Prey,  now  fcour  Abroad,  to  gorge  their  craving  Maws  j 
The  Pleasure  of  Hypocrify,  like  a  chain’d  Lion,  once 
broke  loofe,  wildly  indulges  its  new  Freedom,  ranging 
through  all  unbounded  Joys. 

Smug.  My  Nephew’s  Voice  !  and  certainly  poflefs’d 
with  an  Evil  Spirit,  he  talks  as' profanely,  as  an  Adtor 
poflefs’d  with  a  Poet. 

Viz.  Ha!  I  hear  a  Voice,  Madam — > — my  Life,  my 
Happinefs,  where  are  you.  Madam  ? 

Smug.  Madam!  he  takes  me  for  a  Woman  too.  I’ll 
try  him.  Where  have  you  left  your  San&ity,  Mr. 
Vizard  ? 

Viz.  Talk  no  more  of  that  ungrateful  Subjeft.  S  -I 
left  it  where  it  has  only  Bufinefs,  with  Day-light,  ’tis- 
needlefs  to  wear  a  Majk  in  the  Dark. 

Smug.  O  the  Rogue,  the  Rogue! - The  World 

takes  you  for  a  very  fober  virtuous  Gentleman., 

Viz.  Ay,  Madam,  that  adds  Security  to  all  my 

Pleafures - With  me  a  Cully-Squire  may  fouander 

his  Eftate,  and  ne’er  be  thought  a  Spend -thrift . . 

With  me  a  Holy  Elder  may  zealoufly  be  drunk,  and 
toad  his  tuneful  Nofe  in  Sack,  to  make  it  hold  forth 

clearer - But  what  is  msft  my  Praife,  the  formal 

Rigid,  fhe  that  rails  at  Vice  and  Men,  with  me  fecures 

her  loofed  Pleafures,  and  her  drifted  Honour - She 

who  with  fcornful  Mein,  and  virtuous  Pride,  difdains 
the  Name  of  Whore,  with  me  can  wanton,  and  laugh 
at  the  deluded  World. 

Smug.  How  have  I  been  deceiv’d!  Then  you  are 
very  great  among  the  Ladies. 

Viz.  Yes,  Madam,  they  know  that,  like  a  Mole  in 
the  Earth,  I  dig  deep,  but  invidble ;  not  like  thofe 
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flattering  noify  Sinners,  whofe  Pleafure  is  the  Procla¬ 
mation  of  their  Faults,  whofe  empty  Flafhes  no  fooner 
kindle,  but  they  mull  blaze  to  alarm  the  World,  But 
come,  Madam,  you  delay  our  Pleafures,. 

Smug.  He  furely  takes  me  for  the  Lady  Lure^ucell- — 

file  has  made  him  an  Appointment  too - but  I’ll  be 

reveng’d  of  both - Well,  Sir,  what  are  thofe  you  are 

fj  intimate  with. 

Fix..  Come,  come,  Madam,  you  know  very  well— 
thofe  that  Hand  fo  high,  that  the  Vulgar  envy  even 
their  Crimes,  whofe  Figure  adds  Privilege  to  their  Sin, 
and  makes  it  pafs  unqueftion’d  ;  fair,  high,  pamper’d 
Females,  whofe-  fpeaking  Eyes,  and  piercing  Voice, 
would  arm  the  Statue  of  a  Stoick,  and  animate  his  cold 
Marble  with  the  Soul  of  an  Epicure ,  all  ravifhing, 
lovely, .  foft,  and  kind,  like  you. 

Smug.  I:  am  very  lovely  and  (oft  indeed,  you  (hall  find 

me  much  harder  than  you  imagine,  Friend - Well, 

Sir,  but-  I  fuppofe  your  Diffimulation  has  fome  other 
Motive  befides  Pleafure  ? 

Fix.  Yes,  Madam,  the  honefteft  Motive  in  the  World, 

Intereft - You  muft  know,  Madam,  that  I  have 

an  old  Uncle,  Alderman  Smuggler,  you  have  feen  him, 
X  f»ppofe. 

Smug.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  fome  fmall  Acquaintance 
with  him. 

Fix.  ’Tis  the  moft  knavifh,  precife,  covetous  old 
Rogue,  that  ever  died  of  a  Gout. 

Smug.  Ah  !  the  young-Son  of  a  Whore;  Well,  Sir, 
and  what  of  him  ? 

Fix.  Hell  hungers  not  more  for  wretched  SouIs> 
than  he  for  ill  got  Pelf - And  yet  (what’s  wonder¬ 

ful)  he  that  would  flick  at  no  profitable  Villany.  him- 

felf,  loves  Holinefs  in  another - He  prays  all  Sun-, 

day  for  the  Sins  of  the  Week  paft - he  fpends  all 

Dinner  -time  in  two  tedious  Graces,  and  what  he  defigns 
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a  Blelflng  to  the  Meat,  proves  a  Curfe  to  his  Family— » 
he’s  the  moll - 

Smug.  Well,  well.  Sir,  I  know  him  very  well. 

Viz.  Then,  Madam,  he  has  a  fwinging  Eftate,  which 
I  deli gn  to  purchafe  as  a  Saint,  and  fpend  like  a  Gen¬ 
tleman.  He  got  it  by  Cheating,  and  Ihou’d  lofe  it  by 
Deceit.  By  the  Pretence  of  my  Zeal  and  Sobriety,  I’ll 
cozen  the  old  Mifer  one  of  thefe  Days  out  of  a  Settlement, 
and  Deed  of  Conveyance - 

Smug.  It  lhall  be  a  Deed  to  convey  you  to  the  Gal¬ 
lows  then,  you  young  Dog.  [Afide. 

Viz.  And  no  fooner  he’s  Dead,  but  I’ll  rattle  over  his 
Grave  with  a  Coach  and  Six,  to  inform  hi6  covetous 
Gholt  how  genteely  I  fpend  his  Money. 

Smug.  I’ll  prevent  you.  Boy,  for  I’ll  have  my  Money 
bury’d  with  me.  [AJide. 

Viz.  Blefs  me,  Madam,  here’s  a  Light  coming  this 
way,  I  mull  fly  immediately.  When  lhall  I  fee  you. 
Madam  ? 

Smug.  Sooner  than  you  expert,  my  Dear. 

Viz.  Pardon  me,  dear  Madam,  I  wou’d  not  be  feen 
!  for  the  World.  I  wou’d  fooner  forfeit  my  Life,  nay,  my 
Pleafure,  than  my  Reputation.  [Exit. 

Smug.  Reputation  f  Reputation  1  that  poor  Word  fu in¬ 
fers  a  great  deal - Well  !  thou  art  the  moll  accom- 

iplilh’d  Hypocrite  that  ever  made  a  grave  plodding  Face 
over  a  Dtlh  of  Coffee,  and  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco ;  he  owes 
me  for  feven  Years  Maintenance,  and  lhall  pay  me  by 
ffeven  Years  Imprifonment :  And  when  I  die.  I’ll  leave 

him  to  the  Fee  Ample  of  a  Rope  and  a  Shilling - 

Who  are  thefe  ?  I  begin  to  be  afraid  of  feme  Mifchief 

- - 1  wilh  that  I  werefafe  within  the  City  Liberties 

———I’ll  hide  my  felf.  [Stands  clofe. 

Enter  Butler  with  other  Servants  and  Lights. 

But.  I  fay,  there  are  two  Spoons  wanting,  and  I’ll 
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fearch  the  whole  Houfe. - Two  Spoons  will  be  no 

fmall  Gap  in  my  Quarter’s  Wages - 

Ser<v.  When  did  you  mifs  them,  James? 

But.  Mifs  them,  why,  I  mifs  them  nowj  in  Ihort, 
they  mull  be  among  you,  and  if  you  don’t  return 
them.  I’ll  go  to  the  Cunning-Man  to  Morrow-Morn¬ 
ing  ;  my  Spoons  I  want,  and  my  Spoons  I  will  have. 

Sera).  Come,  come,  fearch  about.  [Search  and  dif 
co’ver  Smuggler.]  Ah  1  Who’s  this  K 

But.  Harkee,  good  Woman,  What  makes  you  hide 
your  felf  ?  What  are  you  alham’d  of  ? 

Smug.  Alham’d  of!  O  Lord,  Sir,  I’m  an  honell  Old 
Woman  that  never  was  alham’d  of  anyThing. 

But.  What  are  you,  a  Midwife  then?  Speak,  did  not 
you  fee  a  couple  of  llray  Spoons  in  your  Travels  ? 

Smug.  Stray  Spoons ! 

But.  Ay,  ay,  llray  Spoons;  in  Ihort  you  Hole  them 
and  I’ll  lhake  your  old  Limbs  to  pieces,  if  you  don’t  de¬ 
liver  them  prefently. 

Smug.  Blefs  me!  a  Reverend  Elder  of  Seventy  Years 

old,  accus’d  for  Petty  Larceny! - Why,  fearch  me, 

good  People,  fearch  me,  and  if  you  find  any  Spoons  a- 
bout  me,  you  lhall  burn  me  for  a  Witch. 

But.  Ay,  ay,  we  will  fearch  you,  Millrefs. 

[They  fearch,  and  pull  the  Spoons  out  of  his  Pockets. 

Smug.  Oh!  the  Devil,  the  Devil! 

But.  Where,  where  is  he  ?  Lord  blefs  us,  Ihe  is  a 
Witch  in  good  Earned,  may  be. 

Smug.  O,  it  was  fome  Devil,  forne  Cogent-Garden, 
or  St.  James'%  Devil,  that  put  them  in  my  Pocket. 

But.  Ay,  ay,  you  lhall  be  hanged  for  a  Thief,  burnt 
for  a  Witch,  and  then  carted  for  a  Bawd.  Speak,  what 
are  you  ? 

Enter  Lurewell. 

Smug.  I’m  the  Lady  Lurewell' s  Nurfe 


Lure . 
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Lure.  What  Noife  is  this? 

But.  Here  is  an  old  Succulus,  Madam,  that  has  ftole 
!wo  Silver  Spoons,  and  fays,  (he’s  your  Nurfe. 

Lure.  My  Nurfe !  O  the  impudent  old  Jade,  I  never 
"aw  the  wither’d  Creature  before. 

Smug.  Then  I’m  finely  caught,  O,  Madam !  Madam, 
Don’t  you  know  me  ?  Don’t  you  remember  Bufs  and 
Guinea  ? 

Lure.  Was  ever  fuch  Impudence  ?  I  know  thee !  why 

thou'rt  as  brazen  as  a  Bawd  in  the  Side- Box - Take 

her  before  a  Juftice,  and  then  to  Newgate.  Away. 

Smug.  O !  confider,  Madam,  that  I’m  an  Alderman. 

Lure.  Confider,  Sir,  that  you’re  a  Compound  of  Co- 
vetoufnefs,  Hypocrify,  and  Knavery  ;  and  muft  be  pu- 
nifh’d  accordingly— —You  muft  be  in  Petticoats, 
gouty  Monfter,  muft  ye  1  You  muft  Bufs  and  Guinea 
too,  you  muft  tempt  a  Lady’s  Honour,  old  Satyr ;  away 
with  him.  [Hurry  him  off* 

Still  may  our  Sex  thus  Frauds  of  Men  oppofe. 

Still  may  our  Arts  delude  thefe  tempting  Foes * 

May  Honour  rule ,  and  never  fall  betray'd , 

But  Vice  be  caught  in  Nets  for  Virtue  laid. 

The  End  of  the  fourth  ACT 1 


ACT 
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SCENE  Lady  Darling’j  HOUSE. 
Darling  and  Angelica. 
DARLING. 

AUGHTER,  lince  you  have  » deal 
with  a  Man  of  fo  peculiar  a  Temper, 
you  muft  not  think  the  general  Arts  oS 
Love  can  fecure  him ;  you  may  there¬ 
fore  allow  fuch  a  Courtier  fome  Encou¬ 
ragement  extraordinary,  without  Re¬ 
proach  to  your  Modefty. 

Angel.  I  am  fenfible,  Madam,  that  a  formal  Nicety 
makes  our  Modefty  fit  aukward,  and  appears  rather  a 

Chain  to  enflave,  than  a  Bracelet  to  adorn  us - It 

fhou’d  lhevv,  when  unmolefted,  eafy  and  innocent  as  a 
Dove;  but  ftrong  and  vigorous  as  a  Faulcon,  when 
alfaulted. 

Dari.  I’m  afraid,  Daughter,  you  miftake  Sir  Harry's 
Gaiety  for  Difhonour. 

Angel.  Though  Modefty,  Madam,  may  wink,  it  muft 

not  fteep,  when  powerful  Enemies  are  Abroad - 

I  muft  coufefs,  that  of  all  Men’s,  I  wou’d  not  fee  Sir 
Harry  Wildair'%  Faults ;  nay,  I  cou’d  wreft  his  moll 

fufpiciou; 
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'ufpicious  Words  a  thoufand  ways,  to  make  them  look 

ike  Honour - But,  Madam,  in  fpight  of  Love  I 

muil  hate  him,  and  curfe  thofe  Pra&ices  which  taint 
aur  Nobility,  and  rob  all  Virtuous  Women  of  the  bra- 
ireft  Men - 

Dari.  You  muft  certainly  be  miftaken,  Angelica',  for 
I’m  fatisfy’d  Sir  Harry's  Defigns  are  only  to  court  and 
marry  you. 

Angel.  His  Pretence,  perhaps,  was  fuch ;  but  Women 
now,  like  Enemies,  are  attack’d  j  whether  by  Treache¬ 
ry,  or  fairly  conquer’d,  the  Glory  of  Triumph  is  the 

fame- - Pray,  Madam,  by  what  Means  were  you 

made  acquainted  with  his  Defigns  ? 

Dari.  Means,  Child !  why  my  Coufin  Vizard,  who. 
I’m  fure,  is  your  fincere  Friend,  fent  him.  He  brought 

me  this  Letter  from  my  Coufin - 

[Gives  her  the  Letter,  which  Jhe  opens. 

Angel.  Ha !  Vizard!  theft  I’m  abus’d  in  Earneft - 

Wou’d  Sir  Harry,  by  his  Inftigation,  fix  a  bafe  Affront 
upon  me  ?  No,  I  can’t  fufpedt  him  of  fo  ungenteel  a 

Crime - This  Letter  lhall  trace  the  Truth - \_AJide. 

My  Sufpicions,  Madam,  are  much  clear’d,  and  I  hope 
to  fatisfy  your  Ladylhip  in  my  Management,  when  next 
I  fee  Sir  Harry. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here’s  a  Gentleman  below  calls  him- 
felf  Wildair. 

Dari.  Conduct  him  up.  Daughter,  I  won’t  doubt  your 
Difcretion.  [Exit  Darling. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  O  the  Delights  of  Love  and  Burgundy! - - 

Madam,  I  liave  toafted  your  Ladylhip  fifteen  Bumpers 
fuccdfively,  and  lwallow’d  Cupids  like  Loches  to  every 
Glafs. 

/ 
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Angel. 
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Angel.  And  what  then,  Sir? 

Wild.  Why  then,  Madam,  the  Wine  has  got  into  my 
Head ;  and  the  Cupids  into  my  Heart,  and  unlefs  by 
quenching  quick  my  Flame,  you  kindly  eafe  the  Smart, 
I’m  a  loft  Man,  Madam. 

Angel.  Drunkennefs,  Sir  Harry,  is  the  worft  Pretence 
a  Gentleman  can  make  for  Rudenefs:  For  the  Excufe 

is  as  fcandalous  as  the  Fault: - - — Therefore  pray 

Gonfider  who  you  are  fo  free  with,  Sir ;  a  Woman  of 
Condition,  that  can  call  half  a  dozen  Footmen  upon 
Occafion. 

Wild.  Nay,  Madam,  If  you  have  a  mind  to  tofs  me. 
in  a  Blanket,  half  a  dozen  Chambermaids  would  do 

better  Service. - Come,  come,  Madam,  tho’  the 

Wine  makes  me  lifp,  yet  has  it  taught  me  to  fpeak 
plainer.  By  all  the  Dult  of  my  ancient  Progenitors, 
I  muft  this  Night  quarter  my  Coat  of  Arms  with 
yours. 

Angel.  Nay,  then,  who  waits  there  ?  [ Enter  Footmen, 
Take  hold  of  that  Madman,  and  bind  him. 

Wild.  Nay,  then  Burgundy's  the  Word,  and  Slaughter 
will  enfue.  Hold,  do  you  know.  Scoundrels,  that  I 
have  been  drinking  victorious  Burgundy  ?  [Draws. 

Servants.  We  know  you’re  drunk.  Sir. 

Wild.  Then  how  have  you  the  Impudence,  Rafcals,  to 
a  Fault  a  Gentleman  with  a  couple  of  Flalks  of  Courage 
in  his  Head? 

Servants.  Sir,  we  muft  do  as  our  young  Miftrefs  com¬ 
mands  us. 

Wild.  Nay,  then,  have  among  ye.  Dogs. 

[Throws  Money  among  them  :  They  for  amble  and  take 
it  up :  He  pelting  them  out,  Jhuts  the  Door,  and 
returns. 

Rafcals,  Poltroons.  - — —  I  have  charm’d  the  Dragon, 
and  now  the  Fruit’s  my  own. 

Angel. 
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Angel.  O,  the  mercenary  Wretches  !  This  was  a  Plot 
to  betray  me. 

Wild.  I  have  put  the  whole  Army  to  Flight :  And 
now  take  the  General  Priioner.  [ Laying  bold  on  her. 

Angel.  I  conjure  you,  Sir,  by  the  Sacred  Name  of 
Honour,  by  your  dead  Father’s  Name,  and  the  fair  Re¬ 
putation  of  your  Mother’s  Chaftity,  that  you  offer  not 
the  lealt  Offence.,  .Already  you  have  wrong’d  me 
pall  Redrefs. 

Wild.  Thou  art  the  moft  unaccountable  Creature. 

Angel.  What  Madnefs,  Sir  Harry,  what  wild  Dream 
of  loofe  Defire,  cou’d  prompt  you  to  attempt  this  Bafe- 

nefs  ?  View  me  well - The  Brightnefs  of  my  Mind, 

methinks,  fhould  lighten  outwards,  and  let  you  fee  your 
Miftake  in  my  Behaviour.  I  think  it  Ihines  with  fo 
much  Innocence  in  my  Face,  that  it  fhould  dazzle  all 
your  vicious  Thoughts:  Think  not  I  am  defencelefs 
’caufe  alone.  Your  very  felf  is  Guard  againft  your  felf: 
I’m  fure  there’s  fomething  generous  in  your  Soul ;  my 
Words  fhall  fearch  it  out,  and  Eyes  fhall  fire  it  for  my 
own  Defence. 

Wild.  Mimicking  .~\  Tal  ti  dum,  ti  dum,  tal  ti  didi, 
didum.  A  Million  to  one  now,  but  this  Girl  is  juft 

come  flufh  from  reading  the  Rival  Queens - I’gad, 

I’ll  at  her  in  her  own  Cant————  O  my  Statyra,  O 
my  angry  Dear,  turn  thy  Eyes  on  me ;  Behold  thy  Beau  in 
Bulkins. 

Angel.  Behold  me.  Sir;  View  me  with  a  fober 
Thought,  free  from  thofe  Fumes  of  Wine  that  throw  a 
Mift  before  your  Sight,  and  you  fhall  find  that  every 
Glance  from  my  reproaching  Eyes  is  armed  with  fharp 
Refentment,  and  with  a  virtuous  Pride  that  looks  Dif- 
honourdead. 

Wild.  This  is  the  firft  Whore  in  Heroicks  that  I  have 
met  with.  \_Afide.~\  Look  ye.  Madam,  as  to  that  {lender 
Particular  of  your  Virtue,  we  fhan’t  quarrel  about  it, 

H  you 
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you  may  be  as  virtuous  as  any  Woman  in  England,  if 
you  pleaie ;  you  may  fay  your  Prayers  all  the  Time — 
But  pray.  Madam,  be  pleas’d  to  coniider  what  is  this 
fame  Virtue  that  you  make  fuch  a  mighty  Noile  about 

- Can  your  Virtue  befpeak  you  a  Front  Row  in 

the  Boxes  ?  No  :  For  the  Players  can’t  live  upon  Virtue. 
Can  vour  Virtue  keep  you  a  Coach  and  Six  ?  No,  no  : 

Your  virtuous  Women  walk  a-Foot - Can  your  Virtue 

hire  you  a  Pew  in  a  Church  ?  Why,  the  very  Sexton  will 
tell  you.  No.  Can  your  Virtue  ilake  for  you  at  Picquet  ? 
No.  Then  what  Buirnefis  has  a  Woman  with  Virtue 
- Come,  come.  Madam,  I  offered  you  fifty  Gui¬ 
neas. - there’s  a  hundred - The  Devil !  Vir¬ 

tuous  kill !  Why,  ’tis  a  hundred,  five  fcore,  a  hundred 
Guineas. 

Argcl.  O  Indignation!  Were  I  a  Man  you  dark  not 
ufe  me  thus ;  But  the  mean,  poor  Abufe  you  throw  on 
me,  reflects  upon  your  lelf ;  Our  Sex  iiiil  ftrikes  an  Awe 
-upon  the  Brave,  and  only  Cowards  dare  affront  a  Wo¬ 
man. 

Wild.  Affront  ’  S’death,  Madam,  a  hundred  Guineas 
will  let  you  up  at  Baffet ;  a  hundred  Guineas  will  fur- 
niih  out  your  Lodgings  with  China ;  a  hundred  Gui¬ 
neas  will  give  you  an  Air  of  Quality  ;  a  hundred  Gui¬ 
neas  will  buy  you  a  rich  Efcritore  for  your  Biilet-deux, 
or  a  fine  Common-Prayer-Book  for  your  Virtue.  A 
hundred  Guineas  will  buy  an  hundred  fine  Things,  and 
fine  Things  are  for  fine  Ladies  ;  and  fine  Ladies  are  for 

fine  Gentlemen  ;  and  fine  Gentlemen  are - Fgad 

this  Burgundy  makes  a  Man  i'peak  like  an  Angel - - 

Come,  come,  Macam,  take  it,  and  put  it  to  what  Ufe 
you  pleaie. 

Angel.  I’ll  ufe  it,  as  I  wou’d  the  bafe  unworthy  Gi¬ 
ver  thus.  [Throws  down  the  Purji,  and f: amps  upon  it. 

Wild.  I  have  no  Mind  to  meddle  in  State-AfL.r.  ;  but 
thefe  Women  will  make  me  a  Parliament  .Man,  fpight  of 

my 
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my  Teeth,  on  purpofe  to  bring  in  a  Bill  againft  their 
Extortion.  She  tramples  under  Foot  that  Deity  which 
all  the  World  adores. - O  the  blooming  Pride  of  beau¬ 

tiful  Eighteen  !  P’lhaw,  I’ll  talk  to  her  no  longer,  I’ll 
make  my  Market  with  the  old  Gentlewoman,  fhe  knows 

Bufinefs  better, - [Goes  to  the  Door.~\  Here  you  Friend, 

pray  defire  the  old  Lady  to  walk  in. - Harkee,  by 

Gad,  Madam,  I’ll  tell  your  Mother. 

Enter  Darling. 

Dari.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  and  how  d’ye  like  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  pray  ? 

Wild.  Like  her.  Madam ! - harkee,  Will  you  take 

it?  Why  faith,  Madam! - Take  the  Money,  I  fay, 

or,  I’gad,  all’s  out. 

Angel.  All  fiiall  out 5  Sir,  you’re  a  Scandal  to  the 
Name  of  a  Gentleman. 

Wild.  With  all  m.y  Heart,  Madam - In  Ihort,  Ma¬ 

dam,  your  Daughter  has  us’d  me  fomewhat  too  familiar¬ 
ly,  tho’  I  have  treated  her  like  a  Woman  of  Quality. 

Dari.  How,  Sir? 

Wild.  Why,  Madam,  I  have  offer’d  her  a  hundred 
Guineas. 

Dari.  A  hundred  Guineas  !  Upon  what  Score? 

Wild.  Upon  what  Score  !  Lord,  Lord ,  how  thefe  old. 
Women  love  to  hear  baudy  !  Why  Faith,  Madam,  I 
have  ne’er  a  double  Entendre  ready  at  prefent,  but  I’ll 
ling  you  a  Song. 

"Behold  the  Goldfinches ,  tall  al  de  rail , 

And  a  Man  of  my  Inches ,  tall  al  de  rail. 

You  Jhall  take  urn  believe  me,  tall  al  de  rail. 

If  you  will  give  me,  your  tall  al  de  rail. 

A  modilh  Minuet,  Madam,  that’s  all. 

H  2 


Dari. 


8 8  The  Constant  Couple:  Or, 

Dari.  Sir,  I  don’t  underftand  yon. 

Wild.  Ay,  (he  will  have  it  in  plain  Terms ;  then  Ma¬ 
dam,  in  downright  Englijb,  I  offer’d  your  Daughter  a 
.hundred  Guineas,  to - 

Angel.  Hold,  Sir,  flop  your  abufive  Tongue,  too  loofe 

for  modeft  Ears  to  bear. - Madam,  I  did  before  fufpedt 

that  his  Defigns  were  bafe,  now  they’re  too  plain ;  this 
Knight,  this  mighty  Man  of  Wit  and  Humour,  is  made 
a  Tool  to  a  Knave;  Vizard  has  fent  him  of  a  Bully’s 
Errand,  to  affront  a  Woman ;  but  I  fcorn  the  Abufe, 
and  him  that  offer’d  it. 

Dari.  How,  Sir,  come  to  affront  us  1  D’ye  know  who 
we  are.  Sir  ? 

Wild.  Know  who  ye  are  !  Why  your  Daughter  there 

is  Mr.  Vizard's  Couiin,  I  fuppofe  ; - and  for  you. 

Madam - now  to  call  her  Procurefs  Alamode  France,. 

[Af.de  y'cflime  metre  Occupation. — — 

Dari .  Pray  Sir,  fpeak  Englijb. 

Wild.  Then  to  define  her  Office,  Alamode  Londresl 
[Afded\  l  fuppofe  your  Ladyfhip  to  be  one  of  thofe  ci¬ 
vil,  obliging,  difcreet  old  Gentlewomen,  who  keep 
their  Vifiting  Days  for  the  Entertainment  of  their  pre¬ 
senting  Friends,  whom  they  treat  with  Imperial  Tea,  a 
private  Room,  and  a  Pack  of  Cards.  Now  I  fuppofe 
you  underftand  me. 

Dari.  This  is  beyond  Sufferance  ;  but  fay,  thou  abu¬ 
five  Man,  what  Injury  have  you  e’re  receiv’d  from  me, 
or  mine,  thus  to  engage  you  in  this  fqandalous  Afper- 
fion  ? 

Angel.  Yes,  Sir,  what  Caufe,  what  Motives  could  in¬ 
duce  you  thus  to  debafe  your  felf  below  your  Rank  ? 

Wild.  Heyday!  Now  Dear  Roxana,  and  you  my  fair 
Statyra,  be  not  fo  very  Heroick  in  yourStyles.  Vizard's 
Letter  may  refolve  you,  and  anfwer  all  the  impertinent 
Queftions  you  have  made  me. 

Both  Women .  We  appeal  to  that. 


Wild. 
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Wild.  And  I’ll  Hand  to’t,  he  read  it  to  me,  and  the 
Consents  were  pretty  plain  I  thought. 

Angel.  Here,  Sir,  perufe  it,  and  fee  how  much  we  are 
injur’d,  and  you  deceived. 

Wild.  [ opening  the  Letter. ]  But  hold.  Madam,  [to 

Darling ]  before  I  read,  I’ll  make  fome  Conditions - 

Mr.  Vizard  fays  here,  that  I  won’t  fcruple  30  or  40 
Pieces ;  Now,  .Madam,  if  you  have  clapt  in  another 
Cypher  to  the  Account,  and  made  it  3  or  4  Hundred, 
by  Gad,  I  will  not  Hand  to’t. 

Angel.  Now  can’t  I  tell  whether  Difdain  or  Anger  be 
the  moil  juft  Refentment  for  this  Injury. 

Dari.  The  Letter,  Sir,  fhall  anfwer  you. 

Wild.  Well  then!  [Reads] 

Out  of  the  earneji  Inclination  to  ferve  your  Ladyjhip , 

and  my  Coujln  Angelica - Ay,  ay,  the  very 

Words.  I  can  fay  it  by  heart - 1  have  fent 

Sir  Harry  Wildair - to  court  my  Coufn - 

What  the  Devil’s  this  ?  Sent  Sir  Harry  Wildair 
to  court  my  Coufn - he  read  to  me  a  quite  dif¬ 
ferent  Thing - He's  a  Gentleman  of  great  Parts 

and  Fortune - He’s  a  Son  of  a  Whore  and  a 

Rafcal - and  voou'd  make  your  Daughter  very 

happy,  \Whiftles~\  in  a  Hu f  and.  [ Looks  foolijh 
and  hums  a  Song.~]  Oh  poor  Sir  Harry,  what 
have  thy  angry  Stars  defign’d  ? 

Angel.  Now,  Sir,  I  hope  you  need  no  Inftigation  to 
redrefs  our  Wrongs,  fmce  even  the  Injury  points  the 
way. 

Dari.  Think,  Sir,  that  our  Blood  for  many  Genera¬ 
tions,  has  run  in  the  pureft  Channel  of  unfully’d  Ho¬ 
nour. 

Wild.  Ay,  Madam.  [5mw  to  hen. 

Angel.  Confider,  what  a  tender  Bloftom  is  Female  Re¬ 
putation,  which  the  leaft  Air  of  foul  Detraction  blafts. 

/0/s/.  Yes,  Madam.  [ Bows  to  t'other, 

IT  3  Ddrl; 
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T>arl.  Call  then  to  mind  your  rude  and  fcandalous 
Behaviour. 

Wild.  Right,  Madam.  .  [Bows again. 

Angel.  Remember  the  bafe  Price  you  offer’d  me.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Very  true,  Madam .  Was  ever  Man  fo  catechiz’d  ? 

Dari.  Then  think  that  Vizard,  Villain  Vizard,  caus’d 
all  this,  yet  lives ;  that’s  all,  farewel.  [Going. 

Wild.  Stay,  Madam,  [to  Darling]  on^Word ;  is  there 
no  other  way  to  redrefs  your  Wrongs,  but  by  fighting  ? 

Dari.  Only  one,  Sir ;  w  hich  if  you  can  think  of,  you 
may  do :  You  know  the  Bufinefs  I  entertain’d  you  for. 

Wild.  I  underhand  you.  Madam.  [Exit  Darling  ] 
Here  am  I  brought  to  a  very  pretty  Dilemma  ;  I  muh 
commit  Murder,  or  commit  Matrimony.  Which  is  bell 
now  ?  A  Licence  from  DoEiors  Commons,  or  a  Sentence 
from  the  Old  Baily  ?  If  I  kill  my  Man,  the  Law  hangs 

me;  if  I  marry  my  Woman,  I  lhall  hang  my  fell; - 

But,  Damn  it - Cowards  dare  fight.  I’ll  marry,  that’s 

the  moh  daring  A£lion  of  the  two,  fo  my  dear  Coufin 
Angelica  have  at  you. 


SCENE  Newgate,  Clincher,  Sen.  folus . 

Clin.  TT  O  W  fevere  and  melancholy  are  Newgate  Re- 
.  fle&ions  ?  Lah  Week  my  Father  died  :  Ye- 
fterday  I  turn’d  Beau :  To  Day  I  am  laid  by  the  Heels, 

and  to  Morrow  lhall  be  hung  by  the  Neck - 1  was 

agreeing  with  a  Bookfeiler  about  Printing  an  Account  of 
my  Journey  through  France  to  Italy ;  but  now  the  Hi- 

hory 
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ftory  of  my  Travels  thro’  Holborn  to  Tyburn - The  lajl 

dying  Speech  of  Beau  Clincher,  that  was  going  to  the  Ju¬ 
bilee - Come,  a  Halfpenny  a  piece.  A  fad  Sound,  a 

fad  Sound,  ’Faith.  ’Tis  oneWay  to  have  a  Man’s  Death 
make  a  great  Noife  in  the  World. 

Enter  Smuggler  and  Goaler. 

Smug.  Well,  Friend,  I  have  told  you  who  lam:  So 
fend  thefe  Letters  into  Thames-Street ,  as  directed ;  they 
are  to  Gentlemen  that  will  bail  me.  [Exit  Goaler. 
Eh !  This  Newgate  is  a  very  populous  Place  :  Here’s 

Robbery  .and  Repentance  in  every  Corner - Well, 

Friend,  What  are  you,  a  Cut-throat,  or  a  Bum-Bay- 
liff? 

Clin.  What  are  you,  Miftrefs,  a  Bawd,  or  a  Witch  ? 
Harkee,  if  you  are  a  Witch,  d’ye  fee.  I’ll  give  you  a 
hundred  Pounds  to  mount  me  on  a  Broomftaff,  and  whip 
me  away  to  the  Jubilee. 

Smug .  The  Jubilee  l  O,  you  young  Rake-hell,  What 
brought  you  here  ? 

Clin.  Ah,  you  old  Rogue,  What  brought  you  here, 
if  you  go  to  that  ? 

Smug.  I  knew.  Sir,  what  your  Powdering,  your 
Prinking,  your  Dancing,  and  your  Frilking,  wou’d 
come  to. 

Clin.  And  I  knew  what  your  Cozening,  your  Extor¬ 
tion  and  your  Smuggling  wou’d  come  to. 

Smug.  Ay,  Sir,  you  muft  break  your  Indentures,  and 
run  to  the  Devil  in  a  full-bottom  Wig,  muft  you  ? 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  and  you  muft  put  off  your  Gravity, 

and  run  to  the  Devil  in  Petticoats : - You  defign  to 

fwing  in  Mafquerade,  Mafter,  d’ye  ? 

Smug.  Ay,  you  muft  go  to  Plays  too.  Sirrah:  Lord, 
Lord!  What  Bufinefs  has  a  Prentice  at  a  Play-houfe, 
unlefs  it  be  to  hear  his  Mafter  made  a  Cuckold,  and  his 
Miftrefs  a  Whore  ?  ’Tis  ten  to  one  now,  but  fame  mali¬ 
cious 
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cious  Poet  has  my  Charatter  upon  the  Stage  within  thh 
Month :  ’Tis  a  hard  Matter  now,  that  an  honeft  fober 
Man  cannot  fin  in  private  for  this  plaguy  Stage.  I  gave 
an  honeft  Gentleman  five  Guineas  my  felf  towards 
writing  a  Book  againft  it}  and  it  has  done  no  good,  we 
fee. 

Clin.  Well,  well,  Mafter,  take  Courage !  our  Com¬ 
fort  *is,  we  have  liv’d  together,  and  fhali  die  together ; 
only  with  this  Difference,  that  I  have  liv’d  like  a  Fool, 
and  fhali  die  like  a  Knave;  and  you  have  liv’d  like  a 
Knave,  and  fhali  die  like  a  Fool. 

Smug.  No,  Sirrah !  I  have  fent  a  Melfenger  for  my 
Cloaths,  and  fhali  get  out  immediately,  and  fhali  be  up¬ 
on  your  Jury  by  and  by. - Go  to  Prayers,  you  Rogue, 

go  to  Prayers.  [ Exit  Smug. 

Clin.  Prayers  1  ’Tis  a  hard  taking  when  a  Man  muft 
fay  Grace  to  the  Gallows. - Ah,  this  curfed  Intri¬ 

guing  !  Had  I  fwung  handfomely  in  a  Silken  Garter  now, 
I  had  died  in  my  Duty  ;  but  to  hang  in  Hemp;  like  the 
Vulgar,  ’tis  very  un genteel. 

Enter  Tom  Errand. 

'  A  Reprieve,  a  Reprieve,  thou  dear,  dear-..  ■  .damn’d 
Rogue,  where  have  you  been  ?  Thou  art  the  moft  wel¬ 
come - Son  of  a  Whore,  Where’s  my  Cloaths  ? 

Err  a.  Sir,  I  fee  where  mine  are:  Sir,  ftrip,  Sir, 
It  rip. 

Clin.  What,  Sir,  will  you  abufe  a  Gentleman  ? 

Erra.  A  Gentleman  !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  D’ye  know  where 

you  are.  Sir  ?  We’re  all  Gentlemen  here, - 1  ftand 

up  for  Liberty  and  Property - Newgate's  a  Common¬ 

wealth.  No  Courtier  has  Bufinefs  among  us ;  Come, 
Sir. 

Clin.  Well,  but  flay,  till  I  lend  for  my  own  Cloaths,: 

I  fhali  get  out  prefently. 


Erra, 
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Erra.  No,  no.  Sir,  I’ll  have  you  into  the  Dungeon, 
and  uncafe  you. 

Clin.  Sir,  you  can’t  matter  me ;  for  I’m  twenty  thos- 
fand  ftrong. 

[Exeunt  Struggling. 


rnstam 


The  SCENE  changes  to  Lady  Darling's 
HOUSE. 


Enter  Wildair  with  Letters ;  Servants  following. 

Wild.  T  T ERE,  fly  all  around,  and  bear  thefe  as 

1  JL  direded  ;  you  to  Wejiminjier , — - you  to 

St.  James's - and  you  into  the  City - Tell  all  my 

Friends  a  Bridegroom’s  Joy  invites  their  Frefence :  Look 
all  of  ye  like  Bridegrooms  alfo  ;  All  appear  with  hof- 

pitable  Looks,  and  bear  a  Welcome  in  your  Faces. - - 

Tell  ’em  I’m  married.  If  any  alk  to  whom,  make  no 
Reply ;  but  tell  ’em  that  I’m  married,  that  Joy  ihall 
crown  the  Day,  and  Love  the  Night.  Be  gone, 
fly. 

Enter  Standard. 

A  Thoufand  Welcomes,  Friend  :  My  Pleafure’s  now 
compleat,  fince  I  can  ihare  it  with  my  Friend  :  Brilk 
Joy  (hall  bound  from  me  to  you  :  Then  back  again ; 
and,  like  the  Sun,  grow  warmer  by  Reflexion. 

Stand.  You’re  always  pleafant.  Sir  Harry,  but  this 
tranfeends  your  felf ;  Whence  proceeds  it  ? 

Wild.  Canfl  thou  not  §Uefs  ?  My  Friend - Whence 

flows  all  earthly  Joy  ?  What  is  the  Life  of  Man,  and 

Soul 
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Soul  of  Pleafure  ? - Woman - What  fires  the  Heart 

with  Tranfport,  and  the  Soul  with  Raptures  ?  Lovely 

Woman. - What  is  the  Maifer-flroke  and  Smile  of  the 

Creation,  but  Charming  virtuous  Woman  ? - When 

Nature  in  the  general  Compofition  firll  brought  Woman 
forth,  like  a  flufh’d  Poet,  ravifh'd  with  his  Fancy,  with 

Extafy  :  The  bled,  the  fair  Production - Methinks, 

my  Friend,  you  reliih  not  my  Joy.  What  is  the  Caufe  ? 

Stand.  Canft  thou  not  guefs  ? - What  is  the  Bane 

of  Man,  and  Scourge  of  Life,  but  Woman ? - What 

is  the  Heathenifh  Idol  Man  fets  up,  and  is  damn’d  for 

worfhipping?  treacherous  Woman  : - V  hat  are  t’nofe 

whofe  Eyes,  like  Bafilifks,  fhine  beautiful  for  fure 
DeilruCtion,  whofe  Smiles  are  dangerous  as  the  Grin 

of  Fiends  ?  But  falfe  deludi'ng  Woman - Woman* 

whofe  Compofition  inverts  Humanity  ;  their  Bodies  are 
heavenly,  but  their  Souls  are  Clay. 

Wild.  Come,  come.  Colonel,  this  is  too  much  :  I 
know  your  Wrongs  receiv’d  from  Lurewell,  may  ex- 
cufe  your  Refentment  again!!  her :  But  ’tis  unpar¬ 
donable  to  charge  -the  Failings  of  a  frngle  Woman 

upon  the  whole  Sex. - 1  have  found  one  whole 

Virtues - 

Stand.  So  have  I,  Sir  Harry ;  I  have  found  one  whofe 
Pride's  above  yielding  to  a  Prince  :  And  if  Lying,  Dif- 
fembling,  Perjury  and  Falfhood,  be  no  Breaches  in  Wo¬ 
man’s  Honour,  fhe’s  as  innocent  as  Infancy. 

Wild.  Well,  Colonel,  I  find  your  Opinion  grows 
ftronger  by  Oppofition,  I  fhall  now  therefore  wave  the 
Argument,  and  only  beg  you  for  this  Day,  to  make  a 

Shew  of  Complaifance  at  leaf! - Here  comes  my 

charming  Bride. 

Enter  Darling  and  Angelica. 

Stand.  Saluting  Angelica .  I  wifh  you,  Madam,  all 
the  Joys  of  Love  aad  Fortune. 


Enter 
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Enter  Clincher,  junior. 

Clin.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  I’m  juft  upon  the  Spur, 
and  have  only  a  Minute  to  take  my  Leave. 

Wild.  Whither  are  you  bound,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  Bound,  Sir  !  I’m  going  to  the  Jubilee ,  Sir. 

Dari.  Blefs  me,  Coufin!  How  came  ye  by  thele 
Cloaths  ? 

Clin.  Cloaths  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  rareft  Jeft !  Ha,  ha, 
ha  j  I  fhall  burft,  by  Jupiter  Ammon ,  I  fhall  burft. 

Dari.  What’s  the  Matter,  Coufin  ? 

Clin.  The  Matter ;  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  Why,  an  honeft 
Porter,  ha,  ha,  ha,  has  knock’d  out  my  Brother’s 
Brains,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wild.  A  very  good  Jeft,  i’faith,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  but  the  beft  Jeft  of  all  is,  he.  knock’d 
out  his  Brains  with  a  Hammer,  and  fo  is  as  dead  as  a 
Door-nail,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dari.  And  do  you  laugh,  Wretch  ? 

Clin.  Laugh!  ha,  ha,  ha.  Let  me  fee  e’er  a  younger 
Brother  in  England  that  won’t  laugh  at  fuch  a  Jeft. 

Angel.  You  appear’d  a  very  iober,  pious  Gentleman 
feme  Hours  ago. 

Clin.  P’fhaw,  I  was  a  Fool  then  :  But  now,  Madam , 

I’m  a  Wit :  I  can  rake  now. - As  for  your  Part, 

Madam,  you  might  have  had  me  once : - but  now, 

Madam,  if  you  ihou’d  by  chance  fall  to  eating  Chalk, 

or  knawing  the  Sheets,  ’tis  none  of  my  Fault. _ — 

Now,  Madam - 1  have  got  an  Eltate,  I  muft  go  to 

the  Jubilee. 

Enter  Clincher  Senior,  in  a  BlankelH 

Clin.  fen.  Muft  you  fo.  Rogue,  muft  you? - You 

will  go  to  the  Jubilee,  will  you  ? 

Clin,  jun*  A  Ghoft,  a  Ghoft  — —  Send  for  the  Dean 
and  Chapter  preiently. 

Clin . 
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Clin.  fen.  A  Ghoft 1  no,  no.  Sirrah,  I’m  an  elder 
Brother ;  Rogue. 

Clin.jun.  I  don’t  care  a  Farthing  for  that;  I’m  fure 
you’re  Dead  in  Law. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  fo,  Sirrah,  why  fo  ? 

Clin.jun.  Becaufe,  Sir,  I  can  get  a  Fellow  to  fwear 
he  knock’d  out  your  Brains. 

Wild.  An  odd  way  of  fvvearing  a  Man  out  of  his 
Life. 

Clin.  jun.  Smell  him.  Gentlemen,  he  has  a  deadly 
Scent  about  him.— - 

Clin.  fen~.  Truly  the  Apprehenfions  of  Death  may 

have  made  me  favour  a  little — = - O  Lord - The 

Colonel !  the  Apprehenfion  of  him  may  make  me  favour 
worfe,  I’m  afraid. 

Clin.jun.  In  fhort,  Sir,  were  you  Ghoft,  or  Brother, 
or  Devil,  I  will  go  to  the  Jubilee ,  by  Jupiter  Am¬ 


mon. 

Stand.  Go  to  the  Jubilee !  go  to  the  Bear-Garden — 
The  Travel  of  fuch  Fools  as  you,  doubly  injures  our 
Country ;  you  expofe  our  native  Follies,  which  ridi¬ 
cules  us  amongft  Strangers,  and  return  fraught  only 
with  their  Vices,  which  you  vend  here  for  falhionable 
Gallantry  ;  a  travelling  Fool  is  as  dangerous  as  a  home¬ 
bred  Villain - Get  ye  to  your  native  Plough  and 

Cart,  converfe  with  Animals  like  your  felves,  Sheep  and 
Oxen  ;  Men  are  Creatures  you  don’t  underftand . 

Wild.  Let  ’em  alone,  Colonel,  their  Folly  will  be  now 
diverting.  Cr.ne,  Gentlemen,  we’ll  difpute  this  Point 
fome  other  Time  ;  I  hear  fome  Fiddles  tuning ;  let’s  hear 
how  thevez  crtain  us :  Be  pleas’d  to  fit. 

Here  Singing  and  Dancing.  After  which  a  Servant 
Whifpers  Wildair. 

Wild.  Madam,  Shall  I  beg  you  to  entertain  the  Com¬ 
pany  in  the  next  Room  for  a  Moment  ?  [ 'To  Darling. 

3  Dari. 
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Dari.  With  all  my  Heart - Come,  Gentlemen. 

[**■  Omnes  but  Wild.' 

Wild.  A  Lady  to  enquire  for  me  ?  Who  can  this 
be  ? 

Enter  Lurewell. 

O,  Madam,  this  Favour  is  beyond  my  Expeftation,  to 

come  uninvited  to  dance  at  my  Wedding  — - What 

d’ye  gaze  at.  Madam  ? 

Lure.  A  Monjler - if  thou  art  marry ’d,  thou’rt 

the  moft  perjur’d  Wretch  that  e’er  avouch’d  Deceit. 

Wild.  Hey  day;  Why,  Madam,  I’m  fure  I  never 
fsvore  to  marry  you;  I  made  indeed  a  flight  Promife, 
upon  Condition  of  your  granting  me  a  fmall  Favour, 
but  you  wou’d  not  confent,  you  know. 

Lure.  How  he  upbraids  me  with  my  Shame - Can 

you  deny  your  binding  Vows  when  this  appears  a  Wit- 
nefs  ’gainft  your  Falfhood.  [Shews  a  Ring.~\  Methinks 
the  Motto  of  this  Sacred  Pledge  ihou’d  flafli  Confufion 

in  your  guilty  Face - Read,  read  here  the  binding 

Words  of  Love  and  Honour ;  Words  not  unknown  to 

your  perfidious  Eyes - tho’  utter  Strangers  to  your 

treacherous  Heart. 

Wild.  The  Woman’s  ftark  flaring  mad,  that’s  cer¬ 
tain. 

Lure.  Was  it  malicioufly  defigned  to  let  me  find  my 
Mifery  when  pafl  Redrefs ;  to  let  me  know  you,  only 

to  know  you  falfe - Had  not  curfed  Chance  fliew’d 

[  me  the  furprizing  Motto,  I  had  been  haj$y - The 

firft  Knowledge  I  had  of  you  was  fatal  to  ipe,  and  this 
fecond  worfe.  ;!i< 

Wild.  What  the  Devil’s  all  this !  M  not  at 

Leifure  for  Raillery  at  prefent ;  I  havevWeighty  Affairs 
upon  my  Hands ;  the  Bufmefs  of  Pleafure ;  Madam,  any 
other  Time - 

Lure.  Stay,  I  conjure  you,  ilay. 

.1 
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Wild.  Faith,  I  can’t,  my  Bride  experts  me ;  but, 
harkee,  when  the  Honey -Moon  is  over,  about  a  Month 
or  two  hence,  I  may  do  you  a  fmall  Favour.  [Exit. 

Lure  Grant  me  fome  wild  Expreflions,  Heavens,  or 

I  fhall  burft - Woman’s  Weaknefs,  Man’s  Fallhood, 

my  own  Shame,  and  Love’s  Difdain,  at  once  fwell  up 
my  Break - Words,  Words,  or  I  lhall  burft.  [Going. 

Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  Stay,  Madam,  you  need  not  Ihun  my  Sight ; 
for  if  you  are  perfedt  Woman,  you  have  Confidence  to 
out-face  a  Crime,  and  bear  the  Charge  of  Guilt  without 
a  Blufh. 

Lure.  The  Charge  of  Guilt !  What  making  a  Fool 
of  you !  I’ve  don’t,  and  glory  in  the  Adi ;  the  Height 
of  Female  Juftice  were  to  make  you  all  hang  or  drown ; 
diftembling  to  the  Prejudice  of  Men  is  Virtue ;  and  every 
Look,  or  Sign,  or  Smile,  or  Tear,  that  can  deceive,  is 
meritorious. 

Stand.  Very  pretty  Principles  truly - If  there  be 

Truth  in  Woman,  ’tis  now  in  thee- - Come,  Madam , 

you  know  that  you’re  difcovered ;  and,  being  fenfible, 
you  can’t  efcape,  you  wou’d  now  turn  to  Bay.  That 
Ring,  Madam,  proclaims  you  Guilty. 

Lure.  O  Monfter,  Villain,  perfidious  Villain  !  Has 
he  told  you  ? 

Stand.  I’ll  tell  it  you,  and  loudly  too. 

Lure.  O,  name  it  not - Yes,  fpeak  it  out,  ’tis  fo 

juft  a  Punilhment  for  putting  Faith  in  Alan,  that  I  will 
bear  it  all ;  and  let  credulous  Maids  that  truft  their 
Honour  to  the  Tongues  of  Men,  thus  hear  their  Shame 

proclaim’d - Speak  now,  what  his  bufy  Scandal,  and 

your  improving  Malice  both  dare  utter. 

Stand.  Your  Fallhood  can’t  be  reach’d  by  Malice,  nor 
by  Satyr ;  your  Adlions  are  the  jufteft  Libel  on  your 

Fame— - Your  Words,' your  Looks,  your  Tears,  I  j 

did 
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did  believe  in  fpight  of  common  Fame.  Nay,  ’gainft 
my  own  Eyes,  I  ftill  maintain’d  your  Truth.  I  imagin’d 
Wildair' s  boafting  of  your  Favours,  to  be  the  pure  Re- 
fulc  of  his  own  Vanity :  At  Iaft  he  urged  your  tailing 
Prefents  of  him,  as  a  convincing  Proof  of  which,  you 

Yefterday,  from  him  receiv’d  that  Ring - which 

Ring,  that  I  might  be  fure  he  gave  it,  I  lent  him  for 
that  Purpofe. 

Lure.  Ha  f  you  lent  him  for  that  purpofe  ? 

Stand.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I  lent  him  for  that  purpofe 

—  -  no  denying  it - 1  know  it  well,  for  I  have  worn 

it  long,  and'  defire  you  now.  Madam ,  to  reltore  it  to 
the  juft  Owner. 

Lure.  The  juft  Owner?  think  Sir,  think  but  of  what 
Importance  ’tis  to  own  it;  if  you  have  Love  and  Honour 
in  your  Soul,  ’tis  then  moft  juftly  yours ;  if  not,  you 
are  a  Robber,  and  have  ftol’n  it  bafely. 

Stand.  Ha - your  Words,  like  meeting  Flints,  have 

ftruck  a  Light  to  Ihew  me  fomething  ftrange— - But 

tell  me  inftantly,  is  not  your  real  Name  Manly? 

Lure.  'Anfwer  me  firft,  did  not  you  receive  this  Ring 
about  twelve  Years  ago  ? 

Stand.  I  did. 

Lure.  And  were  not  you  about  that  time  entertain’d 
two  Nights  at  the  Houfe  of  Sir  Oliver  Manly  in  Oxford- 
Jbire  ? 

Stand.  I  was,  I  was.  [runs  to  her,  and  embraces  her. ] 
The  bleft  Remembrance  fires  my  Soul  with  Traniport — • 

I  know  the  reft - you  are  the  charming  She,  and  I 

the  happy  Man. 

Lure.  How  has  blind  Fortune  Humbled  on  the  right  ? — 1 
But  where  have  you  wander’d  fince  ?  ’Twas  cruel  to 
forfake  me. 

Stand.  The  Particulars  of  my  Fortune  were  too  tedi¬ 
ous  now ;  but  to  difeharge  my  felf  from  the  Stain  of 
Dilhonour,  I  muft  tell  you,  that  immediately  upon  my 

I  2  Return 
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Return  to  the  Univerfity,  my  elder  Brother  and  I  quar- 
rell’d;  my  Father,  to  prevent  farther  Mifchief,  polls 
me  away  to  travel ;  I  writ  to  you  from  London,  but  fear 
the  Letter  came  not  to  your  Hands. 

Lure.  I  never  had  the  lead  Account  of  you  by  Letter 
©r  otherwife. 

Stand.  Three  Years  I  liv’d  abroad,  and  at  my  Return, 
found  you  were  gone  out  of  the  Kingdom,  tho’  none 
cou’d  tell  me  whither ;  miffing  you  thus,  I  went  to 
Flanders,  ferv’d  my  King  ’till  the  Peace  commenc’d ; 
then  fortunately  going  on  Board  at  Amfterdam,  one  Ship 
tranfported  us  both  to  England.  At  the  firll  Sight  I 

loved  tho’  ignorant  of  the  hidden  Caufe - You  may 

remember,  Madam,  that  talking  once  of  Marriage,  I 
told  you  I  was  engaged ;  to  your  dear  felf  I  meant. 

Lure.  Then  Men  are  dill  mod  generous  and  brave 

• - And  to  reward  your  Truth,  an  Edate  of  three 

thoufand  Pounds  a  Year  waits  your  Acceptance  ;  and  if 
I  can  fatisfy  you  in  my  pad  Condudt,  and  the  Reafons 
that  engaged  me  to  deceive  all  Men,  I  fhall  expedt  the 
honourable  Performance  of  your  Promiie,  and  that  you 
wou’d  day  with  me  in  England. 

Stand.  Stay!  Not  Fame,  nor  Glory,  e’re  fhall  part  us 
more.  My  Honour  can  be  no  where  more  concern’d 
than  here. 

Enter  Wildair,  Angelica,  loth  Clinchers. 

Oh,  Sir  Harry,  Fortune  has  a  died  Miracles ;  the  Story’s 
drange  and  tedious,  but  all  amounts  to  this ;  that  Wo¬ 
man’s  Mind  is  charming  as  her  Perfon,  I  am  made  a 
Convert  too  to  Beauty. 

Wild.  I  wanted  only  this  to  make  my  Pleafure  per- 
fedt. 

Enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  So,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  is  my  Gracious 
Nephew  Vizard  among  ye  ? 


Wild. 
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Wild.  Sir,  he  dares  not  fhew  his  Face  among  fuch 
honourable  Company;  for  your  gracious  Nephew  is — 

Smug.  What,  Sir  ?  Have  a  care  what  you  lay. 

Wild.  A  Villain,  Sir. 

Smug.  With  all  my  Heart - - — I’ll  pardon  you  the 

beating  me  for  that  very  Word.  And  pray  Sir  Harry , 
frhen  you  fee  him  next,  tell  him  this  News  from  me, 
that  I  haye  difinherited  him ;  that  I  will  leave  him  as 
poor  as  a  difoanded  Quarter-Mailer.  And  this  is  the 
pofitive  and  ftiff  Refolution  of  Threefcore  and  Ten  ;  an 
Age  that  Hicks  as  obllinately  to  its  Purpofe,  as  to  the 
old  Falhion  of  its  Cloak. 

Wild.  You  fee,  Madam,  [to  Angel.]  how  induftriouf- 
ly  Fortune  has  punilhed  his  Offence  to  you. 

Angel.  I  can  fcarcely.  Sir,  reckon  it  an  Offence,  con- 
fidering  the  happy  Confequence  of  it. 

Smug.  O,  Sir  Harry,  he’s  as  hypocritical - 

Lure.  As  your  felf,  Mr.  Alderman :  How  fares  my 
good  old  Nurfe,  pray  Sir? 

Smug.  O,  Madam,  I  fhall  be  even  with  you  before  I 
part  with  your  Writings  and  Money,  that  I  have  in  my 
Hands. 

Stand.  A  Word  with  you,  Mr.  Alderman.  Do  you 
know  this  Pocket-Book  ? 

Smug.  O  Lord,  it  contains  an  Account  of  my  fecret 
Pra&ices  in  trading.  [Afide.~\  How  came  you  by  it,  Sir ? 

‘ ,  Stand.  Sir  Harry  here  dulled  it  out  of  your  Pocket  at 
this  Lady’s  Houfe  Yelterday :  It  contains  an  Account  of 
fome  fecret  Practices  in  your  merchandizing;  among  the 
reft,  the  Counterpart  of  an  Agreement  with  a  Correspon¬ 
dent  at  Bourdeaux,  about  tranfporting  French  Wine  in 
S 'panijh  Calks Firlt  return  this  Lady  all  her  Writ¬ 
ings,  then  I  fhall  confider  whether  I  fhall  lay  your  Pro- 
:eedings  before  the  Parliament  or  not,  whofe  Juftice  will 
lever  fuffer  your  Smuggling  to  go  unpunilhed. 

Smug.  O  my  poor  Ship  and  Cargo. 


Clin. 


ioz  tte  Constant  Couple:  fcfc. 

Clin.  fen.  Hearkee,  Matter,  you  had  as  good  come 
along  with  me  to  the  Jubilee  now. 

Angel.  Come,  Mr.  Alderman,  for  once  let  a  Woman 
advile  i  Wou’d  you  be  thought  an  honed  Man,  banifh  Co- 
Tetoufoefs,  that  word  Gout  of  Age ;  Avarice  is  a 
pcor  pilfering  Quality  of  the  Soul,  and  will  as  certainly 

cheat,  as  a  Thief  wou’d  deal - Wou’d  you  be 

thought  a  Reformer  of  the  Times,  be  lefs  fevere  in  your 
Cenfures,  lefs  rigid  in  your  Precepts,  and  more  drift  in 
your  Example. 

Wild.  Right,  Madam,  Virtue  flows  freer  from  Imi¬ 
tation,  than  Compulfion  ;  of  which,  Colonel,  your  Con- 
verfion  and.  mine  are  jufl  Examples. 

Jn  main  are  mujly  Morals  taught  in  Schools, 

By  rigid  Teachers,  and  as  rigid  Rules  ; 

Where  Virtue,  nxiith  a  fronxsning  Afpeft  /lands. 

And  frights  the  Pupil from  its  rough  Commands. 

Bat  Woman - 

Charming  Woman,  can  true  Converts  make. 

We  love  the  Precepts  for  the  Teacher  s  fake. 

Virtue  in  them  appears  fo  bright,  fo  gay. 

We  hear  msith  Trarfport,  and  vsith  Pride  obey. 


epilogue 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Wilks. 


"AT  O  TV  all  depart,  each  his  refpeBive  Way, 

A  *■  To  Jpend  an  Evenings  Chat  upon  the  Play  ; 

Some  to  HippolitoV  ;  one  homeward  goes. 

And  one,  with  loving /he,  retires  to  th'  Role : 

The  Amorous  Pair  to-all  things  fratik  and  free. 

Perhaps  may  fave  the  Play ,  in  Number  Three. 

The  tearing  Spark,  if  Phillis  ought  gainfays. 

Breaks  th'  Drawer  s  Head,  kicks  her,  aftd  murders  Bars.’ 
To  Coffee  fome  retreat  to  fave  their  Pockets, 

Others  more  generous  damn  the  Play  at  Locket’/. 

But  there,  1  hope,  the  Author's  Fears  are  vain. 

Malice  ne're  fpoke  in  generous  Champaign. 

That  Poet  merits  an  ignoble  Death, 

Who  fears  to  fall  over  a  brave  Monteth. 

The  Privilege  of  Wine  we  only  ajk. 

You  ll  tafie  again  before  you  damn  the  Flajk. 

Qur  Author  fears  not  you  ;  but  thofe  he  may. 

Who,  in  cold  Blood,  murder  a  Man  in  Tea. 

Thofe  Men  of  Spleen,  who  fond  the  World  Jhoiid  know  it. 
Sit  down,  and  for  their  Two-Pence  damn  a  Poet . 

Their  Criticifm's  good,  that  We  can  fay  fort. 

They  under jl and  a  Play - too  well  to  pay  fort. 


From  Box  to  Stage,  from  Stage  to  Box  they  run, 
Firjl  Jleal  the  Play,  then  damn  it  when  they've  done. 
But  now  to  know  what  Fate  may  us  betide. 

Among  our  Friends  in  Comhill  and  Cheaplide, 
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But  thofe  I  think  have  hut  one  Rule  for  Plays  i 
They’ll  fay  they're  good,  if fo  the  World  fays. 

Jfitjh  ou  d  pleafe  them,  and  their  Spoufes  know  it. 
They  fraight  enquire  what  kind  of  Man's  the  Poet. 
But  from  Side-Box  we  dread  a  fearful  Doom, 

All  the  good  natur'd  Beaux  are  gone  to  Rome. 

The  Ladies  Cenfure  Pd  almofl  forgot. 

Then  for  a  Line  or  two  t' engage  their  Vote. 

But  that  way's  old  below  our  Author's  Aim, 

No  lefs  than  his  whole  Play  is  Compliment  to  them 
For  their  Sakes  then  the  Play  can  t  mifs  fucceeding, 
Thd  Criticks  may  want  Wit ,  Fhey  have  good  Breeding. 
They  wont,  I'm  fure,  forfeit  the  Ladies  Graces, 

By  J. hewing  their  Ill-nature  to  their  Faces. 

Our  Bufnefs,  with  good  Manners  may  be  done. 
Flatter  us  here ,  and  damn  us  when  you  re  gone. 
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Mr.  George  Farquhar. 


is  obferv’d,  that  the  World 
is  naturally  apt  to  enquire  into 
the  Life  and  Character  of  thole 
Men  who  have  made  them- 
felves  famous  for  any  particular 
Art  or  Science  :  The  Satisfaction  we  receive 
in  the  Perufal  of  an  ingenious  Author  excites 
in  us  this  Curiofity,  and  is  imperfeCt  till  we 
are  fatisfied  therein.  On  this  Confideration, 
fince  few  Comic  Writers  have  met  with  a 
more  favourable  Reception  among  People 
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of  the  moft  polite  Tafte,  than  the  Author 
©f  the  following  Works,  I  thought  it  ne- 
eeflfary  to  prefix  thefe  few  Memoirs  of  his 
Life. 

Mr.  George  Farquhar  was  born  in  the  North 
of  Ireland ,  of  Parents  that  held  no  mean 
Rank  in  the  Country,  who,  having  a  nume¬ 
rous  Iffue,  cou’d  beftow  on  him  no  Fortune, 
farther  than  a  genteel  Education,  As  they 
who  are  blefs’d  with  a  Poetical  Genius  always 
fhew  fome  Glimmerings  of  their  Fancy  in 
their  Youth,  fo  he,  e’er  he  arriv’d-  at  his 
Tenth  Year,  gave  feveral  Specimens  of  a 
peculiar  Turn  that  way.  One  of  his  Juve¬ 
nile  Productions  I  lhall  here  mention,  in 
which  he  difcover’d  a  way  of  Thinking,  as 
well  as  an  Elegancy  of  ExprefBon,  far  be¬ 
yond  his  Years, 

I 

I. 

The  pliant  Soul  of  erring  Touth , 

Is  like  foft  Wax ,  or  moifien'd  Clay , 

Apt  to  receive  all  Heavenly  Truth 
Or  yield  to  Tyrant  Ill  the  Sway. 


II 
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Slight  Folly  in  your  early  Tears , 

And  Manhood  may  to  Virtue  rife ; 

But  he ,  who  in  his  Touth  appears 
A  Fool ,  /»  Age  will  ne'er  he  wife. 

He  was  educated  in  the  Univerfity  of 
Dublin ,  where,  by  the  Progefs  he  made  in 
his  Studies,  he  acquir’d  a  confiderable  Repu¬ 
tation.  He  began  very  early  to  apply  him- 
felf  to  the  Stage,  as  an  Actor,  following  the 
Examples  of  Lee  and  Otway ,  and  with  the 
like  Succefs  ;  who,  though  excellent  Dra- 
matick  Poets,  made  but  indifferent  Ac¬ 
tors  :  However,  Mr.  Farquhar  having  the 
Advantage  of  a  very  good  Perfon,  tho’  with 
a  weak  Voice,  was  never  repuls’d  by  the 
Audience  in  his  Performances  ;  fo  refolv’d  to 
continue  on  the  Stage  till  fomething  better 
fhou’d  offer  ;  which  Refolution  was  loon 
thrown  afide  by  the  following  Accident. 
Performing  the  Part  of  Guyomar  in  the  In¬ 
dian  Emperor ,  who  is  fuppos’d  to  kill  Vaf- 
quez  one  of  the  Spanifh  Generals,  and  for- 
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getting  to  exchange  his  Sword  for  a  Foil,  in 
the  Ergagement  he  wounded  thePerfon  who 
eprefented  Vafquez ,  tho’  ("as  it  ha  ppen’d )  not 
dangeroufly,  neverthelefs  it  put  an  end  to  his 
appearing  on  the  Stage  as  an  ACtor.  Some 
time  after  this,  the  Earl  of  Orrery ,  in  regard 
to  his  particular  Merit,  gave,  him  a  Lieute¬ 
nancy  in  his  Regiment  then  in  Ireland:  Asa 
Soldier  he  behav’d  very  well,  and  gave  feve- 
ral  Proofs  of  his  Courage  and  Conduct. 

He  was  very  young  when  he  wrote  his  firfl: 
Comedy,  the  Succefs  of  which  far  exceed¬ 
ed  his  Expectation,  as  indeed  did  moftof  his 
other  Pieces.  ’Tis  remark’d  of  him.  That 
he  was  peculiarly  happy  in  the  Choice  of  his 
Subjects,  which  he  took  Care  to  adorn  with 
Variety  of  Characters  and  Incidents  ;  his  Style 
is  pure,  and  unaffeCted  ;  his  Wit  natural,  and 
flowing,  and  his  Plots  generally  well  contri¬ 
ved.  He  lath’d  the  Vices  of  the  Age,  thoJ 
with  a  merciful  Hand  ;  for  his  Mufe  was 
good-natur’d,  not  abounding  over-much  with 
Gall,  tho’  he  has  been  blam’d  for  it  by  the 
Criticks.  It  has  been  objected  to  him,  that 
he  was  too  hafty  in  his  Productions,  but  I 

believe 
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believe  by  fuch  only  who  are  chiefly  Admirers 
of  ftiflf  and  elaborate  Performances,  fincewith 
a  Perfon  of  a  fprightly  Fancy  thofe  things  are 
often  bell,  which  areftruck  off  in  a  Heat. 

His  laft  Comedy,  the  Stratagem ,  he  be¬ 
gan  and  ended  in  fix  Weeks,  with  a  fettled 
Sicknefs  upon  him  all  the  time  ;  nay,  he  even 
perceiv’d  the  Approaches  of  Death,  e’er  he 
had  finilh’d  the  fecond  Aft,  and  (as  he  had 
often  foretold)  dy’d  before  the  Run  of  this 
Play  was  over.  His  other  Plays  were  dedi¬ 
cated  to  Perfons  of  Diftinftion,  and  he  de- 
fign’d  a  Dedication  of  this  laft  to  my  Lord 
Qadogan  ;  but  his  Lordfhip,  for  Reafons  un¬ 
known,  evaded  it,  tho’  he  made  him  a  hand- 
fome  Prefent,  with  Promifes  of  his  future 
Favour  •,  which,  probably,  wou’d  have  been 
fulfill’d  if  our  Author  had  furviv’d  :  Tho’ 
he  had  but  little  Reafon  to  rely  on  the  Pro¬ 
mifes  of  Great  Men  •,  a  certain  Great  Cour¬ 
tier  having  prevail’d  on  him  to  fell  his  Com- 
mifiion,  with  folemn  Afiurances  of  provid¬ 
ing  for  him  better,  which  he  forgot  to  keep. 
Mr.  Farquhar  in  his  Song  of  a  Trifle,  feems 
to  paint  at  the  Perfon  in  this  Stanza. 
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But  if  you  will  go  to  the  Place 
Where  Trijles  abundantly  breed \ 

‘The  Levee  will Jhow  you  his  Grace 
Makes  Protnifes  Trijles  indeed. 

5Tis  fuppos’d,  that  thus  failing  in  his  Ex¬ 
pectations,  together  with  an  unfortunate 
Marriage,  fhorten’d  his  Days  *,  for  his  Wife 
(by  whom  he  had  two  Daughters  only) 
through  the  Reputation  of  a  great  Fortune, 
trick’d  him  into  Matrimony.  This  was 
chiefly  the  Fault  of  her  Love,  which  was  fo 
violent  for  him,  that  the  refolv’d  to  leave 
nothing  untry’d  to  gain  him.  Tho’  fome 
Hufbands  would  have  prove  mere  Hufbands 
in  fuch  a  cafe,  Mr.  Farquhar  was  fo 
much  charm’d  v/ith  her  Love,  and  Un- 
derftanding,  that  he  intirely  forgave  her,  and 
liv’d  very  happily  with  her  ;  therefore,  when 
I  fay  an  unfortunate  Marriage  conduc’d,  with 
other  Circumftances,  to  the  fhtortening  his 
Days,  I  only  mean,  that  his  Fortune  being 
too  (lender  to  (iipport  a  Family,  led  him 
into  a  great  many  Cares  and  Inconvenien¬ 
ces  s  for  I  have  often  heard  him  fay,  That 

it 
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it  was  more  Pain  to  hbn  in  imagining  that  his 
Family  might  want  a  needful  Support ,  than  the 
mofi  violent  Death  that  cou’d  be  inflicted  on  him. 
But  his  Wife  being  long  fince  dead,  his  good 
Friend  Mr.  Wilks  has  been  highly  inftrumen- 
tal  in  fetting  his  Children  above  Want. 

Mr.  Farquhar ,  befides  thefe  feven  Come¬ 
dies,  afflfted  Mr.  Mottenx  in  a  Farce  call’d 
The  Stage-Coach.  He  left  no  other  Papers 
behind  him  ;  for,  three  Hours  before  his 
Death,  he  flung  feveral  Fragments  into  the 
Fire,  declaring  at  the  fame  time,  that  he  had 
no  Remains  worth  faving. 
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Dramatis  Perfonte. 

MEN. 


Mlcher ,  the  old  Uncle  and  Guardian  to  Ifabella. 
Nicodetnus  Somebody,  a  Country  ’Squire. 

Bafil,  a  Captain,  in  Love  with  Ifabella. 

Fetch ,  Servant  to  Bafil. 

Macahone ,  an  Irijhman. 

Tom.  Jolt ,  the  Stage- Coachman. 

Landlord  of  the  Houfe. 


'  WOMEN. 

Ifabella ,  Niece  to  Mlcher ,  in  Love  with  Bafil. 
Dolly ,  Maid  in  the  Houfe. 

■Oftler,  and  other  Guelfs  in  the  Houfe. 

SCENE  an  Inn  on  the  Road  between  Chelfei! 
and  London. 


THE 

S  TAG  E  -  COACH. 


SCENE  an  Inn. 

Enter  Fetch,  nuifb  Cloak-Bag  and  Pifiols. 

E  R  E,  Houle  !  where  are  ye  all  ?  Now 
we’ave  fupt,  I’ll  fee  if  my  Mailer’s  Bed 
be  ready.— —Tew,  John,  Robin,  where 
a  Plague  are  ye  ?  All  deaf?  No  At¬ 
tendance  in  thefe  Country  Inns  ?  This 
is  worfe  than  the  Rofe  Eastern  after 
Play,  the  Sun  Eastern  after  ’Change,  or  the  Devil  Eastern 
after  Church. 

Enter  Dolly. 

Dol.  D’ye  call,  Sir, 

Fet.  Call,  Sir !  What  a  Plague - Eigh  !  gad  ’tis  a 

pretty  Girl.  Hark  you,  Child,  do  you  ferve  Travellers 
upon  the  Road  here  ? 
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Dol.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fet.  Kifs  me,  then. 

Dol.  That’s  the  Chambermaid’s  Bufmefs— D’ye  want 
any  thing  elfe  ?  I’m  in  Hafte, 

Fet.  What  Room  does  my  Matter  lye  in  ? 

Dol.  The  Cattle. 

Fet.  And  what  Room  do  I  lye  in  ? 

Dol.  The  Garret. 

Fet.  Very  well ;  and  what  Room  do  you  lye  in  ? 

Dol.  Under  you. 

Fet.  Say  no  more.  Til  but  take  a  Dram  to  digeft  my 
Supper,  lay  thefe  Things  in  my  Matter’s  Chamber,  then 
I’ll  talk  with  you  in  yours.  -  . 

Dol.  Are  your  Pittols  charg’d  ? 

Fet.  Yes,  yes,  we  always  go  charg’d.  Child;  A  Brace 
of  Bullets,  I  allure  you.  { Exit  Dolly. 

Enter  Captain  Balil. 

Baf.  What  a  tedious,  tirefome,  dull,  jolting  Vehicle- 
is  a  Stage-Coach  ?  We  that  are  in  it,  are  more  fatigued 
than  the  Beafts  that  draw  it.  This  unlucky  Hurt, 
Fetch,  that  I’ve  got  lately,  has  hinder’d  my  riding 
Pott,  and  thrown  me  into  this  confounded  Company^ 
a  big-bellied  Farmer’s  Daughter,  an  Irijh  Wit,  a 
Canting  Quaker,  a  City  Whore,  and  a  Country 
Parfon. 

Fet.  And  a  disbanded  Captain,  Sir;  for  want  of 
a  ftroling  Lawyer,  or  a  Nurfe  and  a  Child,  to  make 
up  a  cleaver  Stage-Coach  fet. 

Baf.  Ay,  the  fwell’d  Country  Pufs  plagu’d  me  with 
her  fcreaming  and  wry  Faces,  the  profound  Teague 
with  his  Nonfenfe,  the  Quaker  with  the  Spirit,  the 
W’hore  with  the  Flelh,  and  the  fat  Parfon  with 
both. 

Fet. 
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Fet.  Truly,  Sir,  I  pity’d  you;  for  I  do’nt  think 
there  was  in  the  whole  Company  a  Man  of  Parts,  but 
you  and  I-  .  .. 

Baf.  Muft  I  be  tormented  two  Days  more  with  this 
Coach,  before  I  get  to  London  ? 

FetP Too  true,  Sir. 

Baf  How  can  you  tell  ? 

Fet.  Nobody  better.  Sir  ;  my  Father  in  London  has  an 
Employment  about  the  Coaches. 

Baf.  What’s  his  Employment  ? 

Fet.  Sir,  he’s  a  very  worthy  Citizen,  that  attends 
at  Bloffmis.  Inn,  in  the  Quality  of  a  Ticket  Porter. 

Baf.  I  muft  get  to  London,  fo oner,  or  I  ihall  ruin  my 

Affairs. - Let  me  talk  with  the  Coachman ;  if  it 

be  poffible,  I’ll  make  him  ftretch  for  me:  Call  him 
hither.  [  Exit  Fetch.  ]  Pfhaw  !  here’s  that  Irifh 
■Booby. 

Enter  Macahone. 

Mac.  By  my  Shoul,  ’tis  a  brave  Houfe  ?  Sure  the 
Shentleman  of  this  Tavern  muft  be  fome  Perfon  of 
very  great  Quality — Oh,  my  dear  Matter  Captain,  I  am 
your  moft  loving  and  much  honour’d  Friend. 

Baf.  Our  Acquaintance,  Sir,  is  a  little  too  fhort  for 
fo  much  Familiarity. 

Mac.  Our  Acquaintance  too  fhort  !  Dear  Joy,  it 
is  threefcore  Miles  long;  and,  by  Shaint  Patrick,  I 
would  be  very  joyful  for  being  your  efpecial  Friend, 
becaufe  I  am  afraid  we  fhall  never  meet  again. 

Baf  May  1  .crave  your  Name,  Sir  ? 

Mac.  My  Name  is  Torlough  Rauiver  Macahone,  of 
the  Parifh  of  Curoughabegely,  in  the  County  of  Piper  ary, 
Eftifquire,  where  is  my  Manfion  Houfe,  for  me  and  my 
Predeceflors  after  me, 

Baf. 
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Baf  Very  well  j  and  pray.  Sir,  what  Affairs  carry 
you  to  London  ? 

Mac.  No  Affairs,  my  dear  Joy ;  for  I  have  tranf- 
acted  my  Bofinefs  in  London  before  I  came  there. 

Baf.  That’s  ibmewhat  an  odd  Way  of  doing  Bufi- 
nels.  , .  “  *' 

Mac.  By  my  Shoul,  Sir,  ’tis  the  quickeft  Way  tho’. 

I  was  going  to  London  to  make  my  Fortune. 

Baf.  How,  Sir  ? 

A lac.  Why,  by  the  Law,  Friend,  or  Phyfick,  or  a 
Merchant’s  Wife,  or  Back-gammon,  or  any  of  thefe 
Honourable  Profeffions ;  ’tis  all  the  lame  to  Macabone, 
Faith.  But  I  have  made  my  Fortune  already,  by  my* 
Golhip’s  Hand, 

Baf.  How  pray,  Sir  ? 

Mac.  Becaufe,  my  dear  Joy,  you  are  my  intimate 
Friend  and  a  Stranger,  I  will  communicate  that  Se¬ 
cret  into  your  Bread:—— -The  fine  Lady  in  the  Coach, 
Madam  Stronvler ,  is  a  rich  Merchant’s  Wife,  in  Vinegar- 
Yard,  by  Drury-Lane,  in  London,  and  Ihe  is  fallen  in 
downright  Affe&ions  with  me,  and  treats  me  with 
mighty  Civility7,  permitting  me  to  pay  the  Reckoning 
for  her  in  every7  Place. 

Baf.  Jetcr.y  the  Orange-Wench  has  fnapt  this  Booby ; 

and  e’en  let  her  make  a  Hand  of  him. - Are  you  fare 

Ihe’s  rich  ?  ,  i  i 

Mac.  By  my  Shoul  Ihe  fhow’d  me  a  Diamond  as 
big  as  a  Potatoe ;  and  faith  it  look’d  almoft  as  clear 
as  Glafs :  And  file  keeps  her  flying  Chariot  too,  fbe 
told  me  fo  herielf ;  and,  by  my  Shoul,  I  am  fo  cun¬ 
ning,  that  if  another  had  told  me  fo,  I  had  not  be¬ 
liev’d  him. 

Baf.  You’re  plaguy  cunning,  indeed.  Sir. 

Mac.  O  chree,  dear  Joy,  we  are  all  fo,  upon  my 
Shoul.  Let  an  Irifbman  alone  for  making  his  Fortune, 
he  is  as  cunning  as  no  Man  alive— ——But,  my 

dea 
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dear  Joy,  I  wifh  I  were  after  going  to  Bed,  to  di- 
geft  my  Supper  :  Here  are  two  Beds  in  your  Chamber  ; 
and  pray,  my  dear  Friend,  tell  me,  do  you  intend  to 
lye  in  ’em  both  ? 

Baf  ’Tis  probable,  Sir,  I  fhall  ufe  but  one. 

Mac.  Then,  Sir,  with  your  Leave  and  Permiflion,  I 
fhall  ufe  the  t’other ;  but  pray  let  me  not  incommode 
your  Perfon,  if  you  intend  to  lye  in  both  the  Beds. 

Baf.  Not  at  all.  Sir - Booby.  [Afide- 

Mac.  Sir,  I  am  your  mofl  obliging  Servant. 

Baf  Coxcomb.  \Ajicle> 

Mac.  I  render  you  many  Thanks.  [Exit. 

Enter  Jolt,  and  Fetch. 

Baf.  Honefl  Jolt !  ^iow  is’t  ?  What  fhall  I  give  thee 
to  drink  ? 

Jolt.  Thank  you.  Mailer,  what  you  pleafe.  Here’s 
rare  Hants  in  the  Houfe  ;  a  Cogue,  or  fo,  wou’d  do  no 
Harm.  v 

Baf  Here,  Fetch ,  bring  us  Half  a  Pint.  [Exit 
Fetch.]  Well,  Jolt,  canfl  do  a  Man  a  Kindnefs  upon 
Occafion  ? 

Jolt.  A  Kindnefs !  Ay,  Mailer,  an’  that  be  all, 
we  Coachmen  are  all  mighty  civil  Fellows,  you 
know. 

Baf.  Are  your  Horfes  good  ? 

Jolt.  Good  !  Special  Cattle,  Mailer  !  A  London 
Dottor  wou’d  have  fet  up  his  Coach  with  ’em,  if 
we  had  trailed  to  the  Fall  of  the  Leaf ;  and  but 
t’other  Day  here,  one  of  your  Stockjobbers  hir’d  ’em 
for  an  Eledlion ;  ecod,  they  had  almoll  got  him  the 
Place. 


Entn' 
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Enter  Fetch,  with  Brandy. 

Baf.  Here,  Jolt,  pull  it  off. 

Jolt.  Your  Health,  Matter - Rare  Stuff,  after 

my  twelve  Eggs  and  Pound  of  Bacon. 

Baf.  Well,  Jolt,  can  I  be  at  London  by  To-morrow 
Night  ? 

Jolt.  To-morrow  Night !  Ay,  Matter,  if  you  can 
fly.  [Drinks* 

Baf.  See  here,  Jolt —  -  -my  Bufmefs  is  prefling ;  a 
good  Share  of  this  Purfe  is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  haften  my 
Journey. 

Jolt.  If  that  be  all,  [Drinks']  ’tis  done— — — 
we  are  to  be  in  London  the  Day  after  To-morrow,  by 
Ten  o’Clock  at  Night— Now^  Matter,  to  oblige  you. 
I’ll  be  there  by  Nine. 

Baf.  Is  the  Fellow  mad  ?  I  tell  thee  I  mutt  be  there 
To-morrow.. 

Jolt.  Ay,  fo  you  may  if  you  can ;  ’tis  a  long  Way, 
Matter,  the  Roads  are'  deep,  and  I  won’t  fpoil  my 
Horfes — they  are  dearer  to  me,  poor  Beafts,  than  my 
Wife  and  Children. 

Fet.  Silly  Fool,  thou  haft  no  more  Senfe  than  thy 
Horfes ;  why  there’s-  enough  in  that  Purfe  to  bribe 
thy  very  Matter,  the  Duke  of  Mantua,  and  two  or 
three  German  Princes. 

Jolt.  Well,  what  there’s  in’tr,  there’s  in’t.  [ Peeps  in 
the  esnpty  Pot,  and  throws  it  down.].  What  do  you 
prate  for  ?  Thefe  Beau  Footmen  are  as  Cock-a-Hoop 
of  late,  as  if  they  had  Places  at  Court.  I’m  an  honeft 
Man.— ——Bribes  won’t  pafs  in  the  Country  now. 

- Bettdes,  I  mutt  not  baulk  my  Stages,  the 

Innkeepers  have  brib’d  me  already.  [Exit. 

Baf.  Well,  tho’  it  kills  me  I  mutt  ride  Pott. 
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Fet.  But  pray.  Sir,  what  makes  you  in  fuch  Halle  ? 

Baf  Why  this  Letter  from  my  Miftrefs  1  Reads. 

rOU'VE  heard  I've  loft  my  dear  Mother.  My 
TJncle,  to  whofe  Care  I  am  left,  not  confidering 
your.  Pretenflons,  is  refold'd  to  marry  me  to  another  , 
but  what's  woffle,  the  old  Gentleman  has  got  my  Wri¬ 
tings,  and  I  muft  feem  to  comply  with  his  Defires.  If 
you  would  prevent  my  being  made  a  moft  unfortunate 
Creature,  fly  to  my  Relief,  my  dear  Bafil,  with  all 
the  Speed,  which  your  Love  and  my  Diflrefs  require. 

ISABELLA. 

I’m  afraid  I  fhall  come  tod  late  :  Run  to  the  Poft- 
Houfe,  get  us  Horfes,  and  we’ll  mount  this  Moment. 
But  whom  have  we  here  ? 

Fet.  Some  of  the  Company  that  came  in  the  London 
Coach,  that  fupp’d  on  t’other  Side  of  the  Houfe. 

Enter  ' Squire  Somebody,  with  a  Band-box,  a  Mttsk,  and 
Fan,  and  other  Luggage. 

'Squi.  Come,  Mrs.  IJbel,  I’ve  got  your  Things  . . — 

Blefs  us  !  What  a  Parcel  of  Luggage  thefe  Women 

carry  about  ’em . And  the  poor  Lover  here 

muft  be  fubjeft!  to'  the  Slavery  of  Bundles  and  Band- 
boxes  ■  ■  ^  Mrs.  IJbel,  why  don’t  you  come  away. 
I’m  as  tir’d  as  a.  Scotch  Pedlar  under  his  Pack. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  Ha  !  [Sees  the  Captain,  and  flarts. 

'Squi.  Ha, !  What’s  the  Matter,  my  dear  Wife,  that 
is  to  be  ? 

Ifab.  f. 
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Ifab.  I  mifs  my  Wa/ch ;  I  fear  I’ve  left  it  in  the 
iviyvi..  .,r>,ere  we  fup’d  ;  pray  go  and  fee. 

'Squi.  Ay,  iij  oil  Means  - - Here,  look  to 

your  Things,  there  are  Strangers  about.  [Exit. 

Baf.  Ha !  What  do  I  fee  !  Look,  Fetch,  is  not  that 
Ifabella  ?  .  ^ 

Ifab.  My  dear  Baf l !  [Meet' and  embrace. 

Baf.  My  Ifabella  !  What  Miracle  has  brought  you 
hither  ? 

Ifab.  You  receiv’d  my  Letter  ? 

Baf.  Here  it  is,  and  it  has  brought  me  io  far  in  my 
Journey  to  you. 

Ifab.  A'ly  .Uncle,  who  knows  you  only  by  Name, 
dreading  your  Return  to  London,  has  thought  fit  to 
hurry  me  down  to  the  Country-Houfe  of  that  Block¬ 
head  that  I  fent  juft  now  of  a  Fool’s  Errand,  under 
Pretence  of  lofing  my  Watch.  My  Uncle  is  at  the 
Bar,  haggling  with  the  Landlady,  and  is  to  come 
up  prefently  into  the  Room  where  we  lye  :  Now 
if  you  can  find  a  Way  to  refate  me  from  the  old 

Knave,  and  the  young  Fool  - But  here  he 

comes  :  He’s  the  Son  of  Sir  Amitiadab  Somebody,  in 
Lancafkire. 

Enter  'Squire  Somebody. 

*  I  ^  _  _  t  •  n 

'Squi.  Gone,  gone !  No  Watch  to  be  found !  Ecod, 
Gentlewoman,  fee  what  your  Uncle  will  fay  to  you  ! 
You’ll  make  a  rare  Wife,  faith,  if  you  lofe  your 
Things  fo  aforehand.  ■  -  --  — -  I  won’t  lend  you 

mine. 

Ifab.  You  need  not.  Sir,  for  the  Watch  is  found 
again  ;  I  had  only  put  it  in  a  wrong  Pocket. 

'Squi.  Then  that’s  Thirty  Pounds  in  my  Pocket. 
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•  . Baf.  Sure  I  fhou’d  know  that  Voice',  and  Face  too. 
Sir,  are  not  you  related  to  the  Family  of  the;  Some¬ 
body's  ?  1  .•  M' 

'Squi.  Yes,'  Sir,  my  Father!  is  Sir  Aminadab  Somebody, 
Bart,  and  I  am  his  Eldefl  Son,  by  the  firft  Venter, 
Nicodemus  Somebody ,  Efq; 

Baf.  Sir,  I  am  proud  to  embrace  the  Son  of  my 
old  Friend  Sir  Aminadab.  ■  Pray,  Sir,  what  Lady 
is  that  with  you ?  A  •  '  >  ■_ 

'Squi.  ’Tis  my  Miftrefs,  at  your  Service:  We  want 
but’  a  Parfoh,  a  Wedding  Dinner,  a  Pair  of  clean 
Sheets,  and  a  Sack  Poffet,  to  fend  us  the  Way  of  all 
Fleih. 

Baf.  Then,  Sir,  upon  your  Account,  I’ll  prefume 
to  pay  my  Refpe&s  to  the  Lady.  [ Salutes  her. 

'Squi.  Sir,,  your ’re  a  very  refpe&ful  Perfon  truly. 

■  Well,  hoy'  d’ye  like  her  ?  Won’t  Ihe  make 
a  rare  Tit  for  Hoj/icbody  ?  She's  a  little  in  the_Dumps 
at  prefent,  but  we  fhall  dump  her  out  of  that. 

Baf  What  !  out  of  Humour,  and  lb  near  her  Mar¬ 
riage. 

'Squi.  Ay,  there  was  a  certain  Captain  that  lov’d 

her,  and  Ihe  lov’d  that  certain  Captain  :  Now  I 

can’t  tell  how  the  Devil  this  Fellow  whindled  him- 

felf  into  the  Mother’s  Favour,  and  got  her  Con¬ 

tent  ;  but  as  good  Luck  would  have  it,  the  old 
Woman  was  pleas'd  to  go  where  all  old  Women 
fliou’d  go,  and  fo  Nuncle  Micber,  being  a  very  honeft 
Man,  and  mighty  fit  for  a  Guardian,  but  having 
a  deadly,  Averfion  to  a  Red  Coat,  flruck  up  a  Bar¬ 
gain  with  Father  for  me,  and  we’re  going  down 
to  our  Houfe  tQ  take  Pofleflion  of  the  Premifes :  So 
this  fame  Scoundrel  of  an  Officer  is  like  to  be  dis¬ 
banded,  and  lhe,  forfooth,  is  vex’d  becaufe  fhe  can’t 
ferve  under  him.  ,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Dog,  he’s  broke 
on  all  Sides. 

Baf. 
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Baf.  Ha,  ha,  filly  Fellow  !  'he’ll  hang  hinafelf, 
that’s  certain.  What  fhou’d  Soldiers  do  elfe  in  Time 
of  Peace  ? 

’'Squi.  Ay,  my  dear  Friend,  I  fhou’d  be  glad  if 
they  were  all  hang’d  ;  but  for  the  Sake  of  the  French. 

. . Perhaps  you  may  know  this  fame  Captain  ;  ’tis 

one  Bajil,  a  poor  infignificant  Ringleader  of  fifty  Rogues- 
Ha,  ha.  ; 

Baf.  Baf l ;  I  know  him,  bloody  Rogues  he  led, 
indeed. 

*$qui.  And  he  the  faddefl  Rogue  of  ?em  all  d 

Ha,  ha,  ■  t-.lt  :  t:  fI 

Baf.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ifal.  If  you  thought  this  Captain  over-heard  you, 
you  durft  not  talk  at  that  Rate. 

•  'Squi:  Durft,  not  fay-  you  ?  Odzookers,  I  fear  neither 
Man,  Woman;  or  Child.  I  wou’d  tell  him  fo  tohw 
Face— — whfen  my  Ffiend  Hands,  hy  me  here. 

Baf  Softly,  Madam,  my  Friend  -  Nicbdemm  is  a  Per- 
fon  who  you  ought  to  regard— ——in  Time  you’ll  have 
no  Caufe  to  complain. 

’Squi.  Ah,  dear  Sir,  you  do  me  more  Honour  than 
I  deferve.  But  don’t  you  think  now  that  I  am  much  more 
for  her  Turn  than  this  fame  Raggamuffin  : 

Baf.  There’s  no  Comparifon,  Sir  ;  and  I  thmk  no 
body  can  tell  better  than  I  ;  So  I  can  affiire  the  Lady 
this  is  like  to  be  the  laft  Trouble  you  fliall  give  her  : 

'Sq*i.  Wellfaid,  faith.  Ecod,  I’ve  got  a  good  Friend 
and  I  did  not  think  on’t. 

Ifab.  Ay,  but  if  Bafil  .were  here,  he  wou’d  be  too 
hard  for.  you  and  your  Friend  both. 

Baf  Why,  what  wou’d  you  -do,  if  Bafl  were 
here  r 

Ifab,  I; wou’d  run  away  with  him  to  the  next  Parfon, 
and  leave  Nicodtrms  here  in  the  Lurch. 

-,.r-  'Squi. 
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'Squi.  Nicodemus  thanks  you  with  all  his  Heart - 

Did  not  I  tell  you  now  how  Ihe  was  bewitch’d  by  this  Cap¬ 
tain  ?  The,  Devil’s  in  thefe  Captains,  I  believe.  Ecod 

Iv’e  a  Mind  to  be  a  Captain  too - Odzookers,  now 

Ithinkon’t,  my  dear  Friend,  Im’a  Captain  already  of 
the  Militia  ;  and  do  you  think  that  we  that  pay  them, 
are  not  better  Men  than  they  ? 

Baf.  Ay,  to  be  lure 

Ifab.  Well,  but  we  cou’d  do  it,  Sir,  and  you  never 
the  wifer;  for  while  riiy  Uncle  and  you  were  fall 
afleep,  I  cou’d  fleal  out  of  my  Chamber,  fly  into 
Bafts  Arms,  and  he  Ihou’d  have  a  Coach  ready  to 
hurry  me  to  London,  before  you  were  awake  the  next 
Morning. 

'Squi.  Odzooks,  file's  a  curming  Jade  1  for  all  that 
I  lhall  have  a  rare  Wife  of  her. 

Baf.  Well,  well,  Madam,  I  underftand  you,  we 
lhall  take  Care  of  that  Matter. 

'Squi.  Ay,  ay,  fo  we  will ;  my  dear  Friend,  here, 
and  I,  lhall  watch  your  Waters,  I’ll  warrant  you— 
Oh,  here’s  Uncle  Micher. 

\  t‘-  -  ‘  °  •  ••  A 

Enter  Micher,  'with  a  Bill. 

Mich.  Hah  !  the  Cut-throat  Dogs :  There’s  a  Bill 
for  you  !  That  fat  Jade  at  the  Bar  will  lcore  her- 
felf  to  the  Devil,  before  any  Sollicltor,  Taylor,  Phy- 
fick  or  Tipple  Poifoner  in  Europe.  [Gives  the  'Squire 
the  Bill. 

'Squi.  [Reads]  For  Bread  and  Beer,  Eight  Shil¬ 
lings  and  Ten  Pence.  Here's  as  much  Bread  and  Drink 
as  wou'd  ferve  all  the  French  in  Spittle-fields  for  « 
Week.  For  a  Calf’s-Head  and  Bacon,  Ten  Shillings. 
For  a  boil’d  Pig  and  Colly-F  lowers,  that  I  lefpoke , 
Nine  Shillings.  For  a  Red  Herring,  that  was  yours , 

Uncle, 
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XJncle,  One  Shilling.  For  a  Bottle  of  Hartfhorn,  that 
was  your  Supper ,  Mijlrefs,  Seven  Pence.  Hey  dey ! 
what's  here?  Mull’d  Sack,  Dumplings,  Cheefe,  Oran¬ 
ges,  Toaft.  and  Butter,  Fruit,  Sallad,  Wine,  Cards, 
Brandy,  Tarts,  and  Tobacco,  in  all,  Two  Pounds, 
Thirteen  Shillings  and  Three  Pence  Three  Farthings, 
befides  Fire - The  Devil  fire  the  Houfe. 

Mich.  Well,  how  fhall  we  club  this  Matter  ?  There’s 
the  old  Woman  that  has  the  King’s-Evil,  and  the 
t’other  that  flops  the  Coach  every  Minute  to  go  be¬ 
hind  a  Bufn,  they  won’t  pay  as  much  as  we. 

'Squi.  Eccd,  but  they  fhall  ;  and  for  yon,  Miftrefs, 
you  fhall  pay  but  a  Crown,  becaufe  you  eat  nothing, 
and  that  you  mayn’t  think  that  you’re  hardly  dealt 
by.  I’ll  fing  you  the  Song  that  makes  it  Stage-Coach 
Law.  ..  .  ;  '• 

The  STAGE-COACH  SONG. 

Let's  Jing  of  Stage-Coaches , 

And fear  no  Reproaches, 

For  riding  in  one  i 
But  daily  be  jogging. 

While  nuhifling  and fogging. 

While  whi fling  and flogging, 

‘The  Coachtnan  drives  on. 

With  a  Hey,  geeup,  gueep,  beyho'. 

With  a  Hey  gee  Dobbin,  hey  ho  ■, 

Hey,  geeup,  geeup,  geeup,  hey  hot 
With  a  hey  gee  Dobbin,  hey  ho. 
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In  Coache s  thus  flrovsling. 

Who  vsou'd  not  he  rovuling, 

With  Nymphs  on  each  Side  ; 

Still  prattling  and  playings 
Our  Knees  interlaying , 

We  merrily  ride. 

With  a  Hey,  Sic. 

Here  chance  kindly  mixes , 

All  Sorts  and  all  Sexes, 

More  Females  than  Men  ; 

We  fqueeze  them,  ive  eafe  them, 

The  Jolting  does  pleafe  them  j 
Drive jollily  then. 

With  a  Hey,  Sic. 

The  harder  you! re  driving , 

The  more  ’ tis  reviving  ; 

Nor  fear  ive  to  fall ; 

For  if  the  Coach  tumble. 

We  have  a  rare  Jumble  ; 

We  have  a  rare  Jumble  ; 

And  then  up  Tails  all. 

With  a  Hey,  geup,  geup,  hey  ho ; 

With  a  Hey  gee  Dobbin,  hey  ho-, 

My,  geeup,  geeup,  geeup,  hey  ho. 

With  a  hey  gee  Dobbin,  hey  ho. 

Mich.  Well,  now  let’s  go  to  Bed,  that  we  may 
be  the  fooner  out  of  this  confounded  Inn  next  Morning. 

"'Sqtti, 
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'Sqm.  dear  Sir.  the  belt  Friends  muft  part, 

tho’  it  be  Man  and  Wife ;  but  if  you  can  ftep  home 
■v'.  ith  me,  ’tis  but  hard  by,  about  Fourfcore  and  Ten 
Miles  off,  and  flay  there  a  Week,  I’ll  make  you  fo 
drunk,  you  lhan’t  find  the  Way  back  again  in  a 
Month. 

Baf.  Sir,  you  muft  excufe  me,  I  am  otherwife  en¬ 
gage 

'Sqm.  Good  Night,  then.  [Exit. 

Ifab.  Good  Night,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Micher,  Ifabella. 

Baf-  Your  Servant,  Madam.  I  hope  you’ll  be  in 
a  better  Humour  To-morrow.  Ha  !  Fetch,  here’s 

Fortune  for  you. - Now,  my  dear  Lad,  run,  and  at 

any  Rate  get  us  fome  Calafti,  Chariot,  Coach,  any 
thing,  to  hurry  us  to  London ;  fly.  In  the  mean 
time,  I’ll  run  to  my  Chamber,  and  get  every  thing  rea¬ 
dy.  [Exeunt  Severally 

Enter  Jolt. 

Huh  !  Mum’s  the  Word  ;  there’s  a  plaguy  Candle  Hands 
in  my  Way;  out,  Informer,  i’il  fpoil  your  peeping. 
The  Koufe  is  full,  and  Bed’s  are  fcarce,  therefore  I  can’t 
Ive  in  my  own;  So,  good  Wife  at  home,  by  your 
Leave,  we  Travellers  are  forc’d  fometimee  to  lye  two 
i  n  a  Bed.  ’Tis  main  dark,  rare  driving  now  in  a  deep 

Read,  and  a  rough  Way. - Odfriigs,  now  if  Dolly 

ihou’d  be  skittifn,  and  won't  let  me  ;  I’ll  knock  at  her 
Chamber  Door,  however,  and  if  the  Door  will  open, 
well  laid  Door,  I’ll  enter,  and  if  Dolly  will  do  like  the 
reft  of  her  Crew,  well  laid  Dolly.  Poxon’.t,  here’s  a  Light, 
’tis  not  yet  right  CatterwawLing  Time,,  fo  I’ll  foeer  off 
till  anon.  [Exit. 


Entir 
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Enter  Bafil  with  things.  Fetch  'with  a  Candle. 

Baf.  Well,  Fetch  ! 

Fet.  I’ve  done  your  Bufinefs,  Sir  I’ve  found  in 
this  very  Inn  a  Calafh,  with  four  good  Horfes,  that 
fhou’d  have  gone  empty  to  London  To-morrow  Morn- 
|  ing  ;  I’ve  agreed  with  the  Coachman  to  go  with  yo^ 
immediately,  he’ll  be  ready  at  a  Whittle . 

Baf.  That  was  luckly,  and  I’ve  got  my  Things ;  here 

I  they  fhall  lye  till  Ifabdla  comes  out— - 1  wifh  ftie 

were  here. 

Fet.  Sir,  Sir,  I  think  I  hear  a  Noife. 

Baf.  Put  out  the  Candle  then,  and  let  us  ftep  into  that 
Corner,  for  here  we  muft  wait  for  her 

■ 

Enter  Jolt. 

Jolt.  Now  the  Coaft  is  clear— I  have  had  a  ftrange 
Hankering  after  this  fame  Doll,  this  great  while,  and 
for  her  Sake  I  fet  up  here  at  the  Angel ;  now  if  fhe 
won’t  be  civil,  dye  fee,  I’ll  carry  my  Guefts  to  the 
Saracen's-Head,  where  I  fhall  have  the  Oftler  to  take 
Care  of  my  Horfes,  and  the  Maid  to  take  Care  of  me 
—  ..Now  for  her  Door. 

Fet.  Ods  my  Life,  Sir  ;  we’ve  forgot  one  thing ;  the 
Gate  is  lock’d  up  by  this  Time,  how  fhall  we  get  out  ? 

Baf.  What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Jolt.  Hufh  !  I  hear  fomething ;  fhou’d  this  be  fome 
Rogue  now  creeping  in  to  Dolly,  I’ll  put  a  Spoke  in  his 
Wheel. 

Fet.  Stay,  I’ve  thought  on’t ;  the  Maid's  a  good 
tra ttable  Wench,  fhe’ll  do  whatever  we'll  have  her. 

Jolt.  Will  fhe,  faith,  you  Dog  ?  Sirrah,  I’ll  take 
care  of  that. 

B  2  Fet. 
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Fet.  I’ll  knock  at  the  Door  ;  for  a  Piece  of  Money, 
I’ll  warrant  you  fhe’ll  do  the  Job. 

Jolt.  Perhaps  I  may  do  your  Job  firft,  you  catter- 
wawling  Son  of  a  Whore. 

Fet.  ’Tis  well  if  I  ’fcape  a  good  Dab  on  the  Nofe 
here  .—Confound  that  Poll:,  ’tis  deadly  hard.  ■  . 

[Jolt  frikes  him. ]  Her  Door  is  on  this  Side,  I’m  fure. 
[Jolt  Jlrikes  him  again.]  Ha  !  what’s  that  ?  Another 
Poll:  ?  ’ware  Nofe  the  third  time.  Oh,  fure  here’s 

the  Door,  I’ll  knock.  [Strikes  Jolt  in  the  Feeth .j  Dolly, 
Dolly,  Plague  on’t,  lhe’s  afleep  ;  fure  I’m  right ;  where’s 
the  Key-hole  ?  Oh!  I’ve  found  it.  [Puts  his  Finger  in 
Tolth  Mouth,  who  bites  it.  ]  Oh,  the  Devil !  the  Devil ! 
Help,  Sir,  Help,  I’ve  got  my  Finger  in  a  Rat-Trap. 

Baf.  Where  art  thou  ? 

Jolt.  Gee,  gee,  ho,  gee.  [ Whips  him, 

Fet.  Murder  !  Murder  !  Help  ! 

Baf.  Hold,  you  Dog,  or  I’ll  kill  you. 

jolt.  Gee,  gee,  ho,  gee  ho. 

Fet.  Murder,  Murder,  Help !  the  Devil  lays  me 

OIL 

Enter  Of  hr,  with  a  Light. 

Oft.  What’s  the  Matter  ?  What’s  the  Matter  ? 

Jolt.  Come  on,  gee,  gee,  ho. 

Of.  What  a  Duce  do  you  mean,  Mailer  Jolt  ? 

Jolt.  [Fawns]  What’s  the  Matter  ?  What’s  all  this 
Buftle  for  ? 

Of.  What,  are  you  drunk  or  dreaming  ? 

Jolt.  What  would  you  have  ?  Where  am  I  ?  Oh  1 
Oh  !  is  it  you,  Phil,  the  Ollier  ?  Odfnigs,  I  thought 
I  had  been  in  Bed ;  I  dream’d  that  my  Coach  lluck 
ju  Hackly  the  Hole,  and  I  was  licking  my  Horfes  till  I 
made  them  fmoke  again - 1  beg  your  Pardon,  Gen¬ 

tlemen,  for  taking  you  for  my  Bealls. 


Enter 
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Enter  Dolly. 

Doll.  What’s  the  Matter  here  ;  are  not  you  afham’d  to 
difturb  People  at  this  Time  of  Night  ? 

Fet.  You’re  come  in  good  Time,  Child,  to  lave  that 
Rogue  a  beating,  for  now  we’ve  other  Bufinefs ;  a  Word 
with  you . 

Baf.  Get  thee  gone.  Sirrah,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Tars 
off,  you  Dog ;  and  you  here  with  your  Light,  go  off, 
and  leave  us  to  our  Bufinefs.  [Exit  Of  In  . 

Jolt.  Odzookers,  now  they’re  driving  the  Bargain  ; 
Ecod  I’ll  over-turn  the  Coach  To-morrow  in  a  Slough, 
to  cool  that  Dog  of  a  Captain’s  Courage  in  a  Puddle. 

Fet.  The  Town’s  our  own.  Sir  j  I’ve  given  the 
Wench  a  Guinea,  fhe  confents,  and  I’ve  got  the 
Key. 

Jolt.  The  Key  !  A  Plague  on  her  Lock ;  now 
has  the  Minx  granted  at  once,  what  fhe  has  deny’d 
me  this  Twelvemonths ;  but  that  Guinea  is  the  Devil 
at  a  Key-hole  :  I  warrant  ’twou’d  open  a  thoufand  Spring 
Locks  in  Covent-Garden  ■  ,  ..  .I’ll  watch,  and  fee  what 

all  this  will  come  to. 

Enter  Ifabella,  •with  a  Trunk. 

Ifab.  He  fhou’d  be  here  !  — . . -  ■■  Captain  ! 

Baf.  My  Dear ! 

Jolt.  My  dear !  Ah  the  damn’d  Jade  1  She’s  come 
out  to  him  now. 


Enter  Micher,  groping. 

Mich.  Does  fhe  walk  in  her  Sleep  ?  Where  can  fhe 
go  at  this  Time  of  Night  ?  I’ll  watch  hen 

.  B  3  Ifab, 
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Ifab.  Captain,  where  are  you  ? 

Baf.  Here,  here. 

Mich.  Captain  !  Sure  Ihe  can’t  have  her  Captain 
here. 

Jolt.  Odfnigs,  they’re  going  to’t ;  but  I’ll  fpoil  their 
Sport. 

Ifab.  Come,  I’m  got  out  at  laft,  and  what’s  more,  I’ve 
got  the  Writings. 

Mich.  Ah,  you  young  Baggage,  have  I  caught  you  5 
Lights  here ;  Lights. 

Ifab.  Kid  !  I  hear  my  Uncle’s  Voice,  let’s  lofe  no 

Time. 

Baf.  Let’s  away,  my  Dear - Fetch,  take  up  the 

Things.  [ Exeunt . 

Mich.  Lights  here,  lights. 

[Fetch  takes  up  the  Fbings,  and  drops  the  Key.  ■  Exit. 

Enter  OJller  'with  a  Light. 

Of.  What’s  th.e  Matter  here,  again  ? 

Mich.  Ha  !  what  a  Devil,  who  are  you  ? 

Jolt.  And  who  are  you,  an’  that  be  all  ? 

Mich.  Where’s  my  Niece,  ah,  you  Pimp  ?  you’re  in 
th.e  Plot  too  ;  where’s  that  damn’d  Rogue  the  Captain  ? 

Jolt.  Your  Niece  !  the  Captain  has  other  Work  in 
hand  ;  but  this  is  a  rare  time  to  quit  Scores  with  him. 
If  you  want  the  Captain,  you’ll  find  him  in  that  Room 
with  his  Whore. 

Mich.  His  Whore  !  the  Dog  make  my  Niece  his 
Whore  !  Get  a  Conllable,  a  Conftable. 

Enter  ’ Squire .  yawning. 

’ Squi .  Here,  what  the  Devil’s  the  matter  ?  Can’t  you 
let  a  body  deep  among  ye  ? 


Michi 
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Mich.  Ah,  Nicodenras,  we’re  all  undone  ;  the  Captain 
here  has  got  away  your  Miftrefs  into  that  Room  ;  and 
what  they  are  doing.  Heaven  knows. 

'Sqm.  Ha  !  I  hear  fome  Noife  ;  I  hear  fome  Noife 
within,  why  don’t  you  break  the  Door,  Uncle  ? 

Mich.  Why  don’t  you  ? 

'Squi.  She’s  your  Niece. 

Mich.  She’s  your  W  ole  that  is  to  be. 

'Squi.  I  can’t  tell  that  now.  • 

Mich.  Then  let’s  have  a  Conitable. 

Jolt.  j.’ll  run  and  call  up  my  Landlord  ;  he’s  a  Ccn- 
fiable.  [Exit. 

[Several  People  appear  in  Night-Caps  in  both  BaLonies. 

i.  A  Plague  take  you  all,  are  you  all  aileep,  that  ye 
make  fuch  a  Noife.  What  a  De’ii’s  the  matter  v.  id 
you. 

’Sq-.i.  Nothing,  nothing,  no  Harm,  only  a  Gentle¬ 
man  who’s  making  me  a  Cuckold  before  my  time. 

Enter  Landlord,  Jolt  nuith  a  Leaver. 

Land.  Here,  where  are  thefe  People  ? 

'Squi.  Here,  Sir,  in  that  Room. 

Land.  Come  out  here  :  I  charge  ye  come  out :  I’m  an 
Officer,  won’t  you  come  out  in  the  King’s  Name  ?  why 
then  flay  where  you  are,  in  the  Devil’s  Name  :  Break 
open  the  Door.  [Jolt  breaks  open  the  Door. 

Land.  Why  don’t  you  go  in  ? 

Jolt.  Why  don’t  you  go  in,  you’re  an  Officer  ? 

Land.  Then  I  command  you  to  go  in  before  me  : 

Jolt.  Let  the  ’Squire  go  in,  ’tis  his  Bufmefs. 

'Squi.  Let  my  Uncle  go  in,  ’tis  more  his  Bulinefs  than 
mine. 

Mich.  Come,  we’ll  all  go  in,  tho’  he  be  a  Captain, 
he’s  but  one.  [ Exeunt . 


Enter 
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Enter  Dolly  at  another  Door. 

Doll.  What  can  they  be  fearching  for  in  my  Cham# 
ber  ? 

Re-enter  all. 

'Squi.  The  devil  a  Thing  is  there,  bat  an  old  Pair  of 
Boddice,  a  broken-back’d  Chair,  a  Quire  of  Ballads,  a 
flock  Bed,  and  a  green  Chamber-Pot :  Why,  Gentle' 
men,  the  People  that  you  want,  are  gone  •;  they  took 
the  Key  from  me,  and  went  out. 

’Squi.  Gene  !  oh  ye  Sides  !  Sic  tranfit  Gloria  Mundi. 

Mich.  Here,  here,  let’s  follow  ’em. 

'Squi.  Ay,  ay,  Horfes,  Coaches,  Spurs,  Whips,  Spat- 
terdafhes.  Gambadoes,  Boots,  and  Safhoons,  away. 

Land.  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen,  what’s  here  ?  the  Key 
of  the  great  Gate,  they  mull  be  in  the  Houfe  Hill,  if 
the  Maid  did  not  let  ’em  out. 

Doll.  Not  I,  upon  my  Word,  Sir. 

Land.  Then  the)- mull  have  drop’d  the  Key,  and  are 
in  the  Houfe  Hill. 

'Squi.  Huzza  !  have  at  ’em  then  ;  Halberts,  Quarter. 
Staffs,  Muskets,  Pikes,  and  Pocket-Pillols. 

ilfik&.Find  ’em  out,  find  ’em  out,  then.  [fix-. Land.  jolt. 
Why  don't  you  go  help  'em.  Nephew  ? 

'Squi.  Uncle,  I  ftav  to  keep  you  Company. 

Enter  Eaiil  in  a  Night-Gown. 

Baf.  What’s  the  leaning  of  all  this  Noife  :  A  Man 
can’t  fieep  for  ye. 

iq-ii.  Ah,  rry  cear  Friend,  Hand  by  me  now.  Who 

fhou’d 
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fhou’d  be  here,  but  that  damn’d  Rogue  of  a  Captain 
that  we  talk’d  of,  and  has  run  away  with  my  Miftrefs. 

Baf.  The  Devil  he  did ;  and  how  will  you  ufe  him 
when  he’s  found. 

‘Squi.  Ufe  him  !  I’ll  pump  him.  I’ll  foufe  him,  flea 
him,  carbonade  him,  and  eat  him  alive. 

Baf.  But,  hark  ye.  Sir,  don’t  make  fuch  a  Noife, 
you’ll  difturb  my  Wife. 

'Squi.  What,  Sir,  are  you  marry’d  ? 

Baf  Marry’d  and  bedded  fince  I  faw  you. 

'Squi.  To  whom  ? 

Enter  Ifabella,  Landlord,  Jolt,  and  Servants. 

Baf.  To  this  Lady,  Sir. 

'Squi.  Uncle  ! 

Mich.  Nephew ! 

'Squi.  Speak  you,  ’tis  more  your  Bufinefs  than  mine. 

Mich.  Marry’d ;  it  can’t  be  :  How  cou’d  you  be  mar* 
ry’d  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Baf  Very  luckily,  Sir  $  we  intended  to  have  it  done 
more  decently,  but  my  Blockhead  drop’d  the  Key,  and 
being  ftop’d  that  Way,  we  few  a  Light  in  the  Minifler’s 
Chamber  that  travel’d  with  me  j  we  went  up,  found  him 
fmoaking  his  Pipe,  he  firft  gave  us  his  Bleffing,  then  lent 
us  his  Bed. 

'Squi.  He  was  a  very  civil  Gentleman. 

Mich.  Sir  ;  this  won’t  pafs  upon  me,  what  Evidence 
have  you  for  this  ? 

Enter  Macahone. 

Mac.  By  my  Shoul,  he  needs  no  Evidence,  for  I  an} 
one.  I  was  call’d  to  be  a  Witnefs ;  his  Man  did  waken 
me  before  I  was  afleep ;  and  if  you  will  believe  nobody, 
you  may  go  up,  and  ask  the  Miniiler. 
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Baf..  And  in  Return,  my  dear  Countryman,  I’ll-  take 
care  to  do  you  Service  in  relation  to  your  pretended  Mer¬ 
chant's  Wife. 

Mich.  Then  fince  it  is  lb,  much  Good  may’t  do  you 
with  your  No-fortune,  her  Mother  did  not  leave  her  a 
Great. 

'Sqid.  I  am  glad  on’t,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Ifab.  Sir,  it  will  appear  otherwife  by  my  Writings. 

Mich.  Writings;  what' Writings  ?  I’ve  no  Writings  of 
yours. 

Baf.  No  more  you  han’t,  Sir ;  for  here  they  are. 

Mich.  Confufion  !  then  I  know  what  I’ve  loft. 

'Sqyi.  And  fo  do  I  too.  I’ve  loft  my  Labour,  I’ve  loft 
my  Friend,  I’ve  loft  my  Nuncle,  and  I’ve  loft  my  Wife. 

But  fince  the  Coach  fuch  No-velties  has  bred, 

The  'Squire  unmarry  d,  and  the  Captain  wed. 

Til  be  r  evened,  andgoe  - i'll  go  to  bed. 

[Ex.  omnes. 
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